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TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. 



CHAPTEK I. 

liBS^EBEE sprang out of bed at daybreak. She 
E ^N was sixteen. 

|p*- -^ 1 It seemed a very wonderful thing to be 
as much as that — aixteen — a woman quite. 

A cock waa crowing under her lattice — he said 
how old you are! — how old yoa are! — every time 
that he sounded his clarion. 

She opened the lattice and wished him good-day, 
with a laugh. It was so pleasant to be woke by 
him and to think that no one in all the world could 
ever call one a child any more. 

There waa a kid bleating in the shed. There 
was a thrush singing in the dusk of the sycamore- 
leaves. There was a calf lowing to its mother 
away there beyond the fence. There were dreamy 
muffled bells ringing in the distance from many 
steeples and belfries where the city was ; they all 
said one thing: "How good it is to be so old as 
that — how good, how very good !" 
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10 TWO LITTLE I^OODEN SHOES. 

B^b^e was very pretty. 

No one in all Brabant ever denied that. To 
look at her it seemed as if she had so lived among 
the flowers that she had grown Hke them, and oniy 
looked a bigger blossom — that was ail. 

She wore two little wooden shoes and a little 
cotton cap, and a gray kirtle — linen in summer, 
serge in winter; but the little feet in the shoes 
were like rose-leaves, and the cap was as white as 
a lily, and the gray kirtle was like the bark of the 
bough that the apple-blossom parts, and peeps out 
of, to blush in the sun. 

The flowers had been the only godmothers that 
she had ever had, and fairy godmothers too. 

The marigolds and the sunflowers had given her 
their ripe, rich gold to tint her hair; the lupins 
and irises had lent their azure to her eyes; the 
moss-rose buds had made her pretty mouth; the 
arum lilies had uncurled their softness for her skin ; 
and the lime-blosaoms had given her their frank, 
fresh, innocent fragrance. 

The winds had blown, and the rains had rained, 
and the sun bad shone on her, indeed, and had 
warmed the whiteness of her limbs, but they had 
only given to her body and her soul a hardy, breeze- 
blown freshness like that of a field cowslip. 

She had never been called anything bnt Eeb^e. 

One summer day Antoine Maes — a French sub- 
ject, but a Belgian by adoption and habit, an old 
man who got his meagre living by tilling the gar- 
den-plot about hia hut and selling flowers in the 



,y Google 



TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. H 

city squares — Antoine, going into Brusaels for bis 
day's trade, had seen a gray bundle floating among 
the water-lilies in the bit of water near his hut and 
had hooked it out to land, and found a year-old 
child in it, left to drown, no doubt, but saved by 
the lilies, and laughing gleefully at fate. 

Some lace-worker, blind with the pain of toil, or 
some peasant woman harder of heart than the oxen 
in her yoke, had left it there to drift away to death, 
not reckoning for the inward ripple of the current 
or the toughness of the lily-ieaves and stems. 

Old Antoine took it to his wife, and the wife, a 
childless and aged sonl, begged leave to keep it; 
and the two poor lonely, simple folks grew to 
care for the homeless, motherless thing, and they 
and the people about all called it Bebee — only 
Bebee. 

The church got at it and added to it s saint's 
name ; but for all its little world it remained Beb^e 
— B6bee when it trotted no higher than the red 
carnation-heads ; — B^ble when its yellow curls 
touched as high as the lavender-bush ; — B6b6e on 
this proud day when the thrush's song and the 
cock's crow found her sixteen years old. 

Old Antoine's hut stood in a little patch of 
garden ground with a brier hedge all round it, 
in that byway which lies between Laeken and 
Brussels, in the heart of flat, green Brabant, 
where there are beautiful meadows and tall, 
flowering hedges, and forest-trees, and fern-filled 
ditches, and a little piece of water, deep and cool, 
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where the swans sail all day long, and the silvery 
willows dip and sway with the wind. 

Turn aside frona the highway, and there it lies 
to-day, and all the place briraa over with grass, and 
boughs, and blossoms, and flowering beans, and 
wild dog-rosea; and there are a few cottages and 
cabins there near the pretty water, and farther 
there is an old church, sacred to St. Quido; and 
beyond go the green level country and the end- 
less wheat-fields, and the old mills with their red 
sails against the sun ; and beyond all these the 
pale blue, sea-like horizon of the plains of Flan- 
ders. 

It was a pretty httle hut, pink all over like a 
sea-shell, in the fashion that the Netherlandera love; 
and its two little square lattices were dark with 
creeping plants and big rose-bushes, and its roof, 
so low that you could touch it, was golden and 
green with all the lichens and stoneworts that are 
known on earth. 

Here Behee grew from year to year; and soon 
learned to be big enough and hardy enough to tie 
up bunches of stocks and pinks for the market, 
and then to carry a basket for herself, trotting by 
Antoine's side along the green roadway and into 
the white, wide streets; and in the market the 
buyers — most often of all when they were young 
mothers — would seek out the littie golden head 
and the beautiful frank blue eyes, and buy Bebee'a 
lilies and carnations whether they wanted them or 
not. So that old Maes used to cross himself and 
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Bay that, thanks to Our Lady, trade waa thrice as 
stirring since the little one had stretched out her 
rosy fingera with the flowers. 

AU the same, however stirring trade might be 
in summer, when the long winters came and the 
Montague de la Oour was a sharp slope of ice, and 
the piunacies of St. Gudule were all frosted white 
with snow, and the hot-house flowei-s alone could 
iili the market, and the country gardens were 
bitter black wind-swept desolations where the 
chilly roots huddled themselves together under- 
ground like homeless children in a cellar, — then 
the money gained in the time of leaf and blossom 
was all needed to buy a black loaf and fagot of 
wood ; and many a day in the little pink hut Bebee 
rolled herself up in her bed like a dormouse, to 
forget in sleep that she waa supperleas and as cold 
as a frozen robin. 

So that when Antoine Miies grew eiek and died, 
more from age and weakness than any real disease, 
there were only a few silver crowns in the brown 
jug hidden in the thatch; and the hut itself, with 
its patch of ground, was all that he could leave to 
Beb^e. 

"Live in it, little one, and take nobody in it to 
worry you, and be good to the bird and the goat, 
and be sure to keep the flowers blowing," said the 
old man with his last breath ; and sobbing her 
heart out by his bedside, B6bee vowed to do his 
bidding. 

She was not quite fourteen then, and when she 
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had laid her old friend to reat in the rough green 
graveyard about, 8t. Giiido, ehe was very sorrow- 
ful and lonely — poor little, bright Bebee, who had 
never hardly known a worse woe than to run the 
thorns of the roses into her fingers, or to cry be- 
cause a thrush was found starved to death in the 
snow, 

Beb^e went home, and sat down in a corner and 
thought. 

The hut was her own, and her own the little 
green triangle just then crowded with its Mayday 
blossom in all the colors of the rainbow. She was 
to live in it, and never let the flowers die — so he 
had said ; good, rough old ugly Antoine Mites, who 
had been to her as father, mother, country, king, 
and law. 

The sun was shining. 

Through the little square of the lattice she could 
see the great tulips opening in the grass and a bough 
of the apple-tree swaying in the wind. A chaffinch 
clung to the bough, and swung to and fro singing. 
The door stood open, with the broad, bright day 
beaming through ; and Bebee's little world came 
streaming in with it — the world which dwelt in the 
half-dozen cottages that fringed this green liine of 
hers like beavers'-nests pushed out under the leaves 
on to tlic water's edge. 

They came in, six or eight of them, all women; 
trim, clean, plain Brabant peasants, bard working, 
kindly of nature, and shrewd in tlieir own simple 
matters; people who labored in the tields all the 
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day long, or worked themselves blind over the lace 
pillows in the city. 

"You are too young to live alone, Bebee," said 
the first of them. " My old mother shall come and 
keep house for you." 

"Nay — better come and live with me, Bebee," 
said the second. " I will give you bit and drop, and 
clothing, too, for the right to your plot of ground." 

"That is to cheat her,"'8aid the third. "Hark 
here, Beb6e; my sister, who is a lone woman, as 
you know well, shall come and bide with you, and 
aak you nothing — nothing at all — only you shall 
just give her a crust, perhaps, and a few flowers to 
sell sometimes," 

"No, no," said the fourth; "that will not do. 
You let me have the garden and the hut, Bebee, 
and my sons shall till the place for you ; and I will 
live with you myself, and leave the boys the cabin 
— so you will have all the gain, do you not see, 
dear little one?" 

" Pooh !" said the fifth, stouter and better clothed 
than the rest. "You are all eager for your own 
good, not for hers. Now I — Father Francis says 
we should all do as we would be done by — I wiil take 
Beb6e to live with me, all for nothing; and we will 
root the fiowers up and plant it with good cabbages 
and potatoes and salad plants. And I will stable 
my cows in the hut to sweeten it after a dead man, 
and I wilt take my chance of making money out of 
it, and no one can speak more fair than that when 
one sees what weather is, and thinks what insects 
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do; and all the year round, winter and summer, 
B^b6e here will want for nothing, and have to take 
no care for herself whatever." 

She who spoke, M&re Krehs, was the beat-to-do 
woman in the little lane, having two cows of her 
own and ear-rings of solid silver, and a green cart, 
and a big dog that took the milk into Brussels. 
She was heard, therefore, with respect, and a short 
silence followed her words. 

But it was very short; and a hubbub of voices 
crossed each other after it as the speakers grew 
hotter against one another and more eager to con- 
vince each other of the disinterestedness and deli- 
cacy of their ofl'era of aid. 

Through it all Bebee saf quite quiet on the edge 
of the little truckle-bed, with her eyes fixed on the 
apple-bough and the singing chaffinch. 

She heard them ail patiently. 

They were all her good friends, fdends old and 
true. This one had given her cherries a score of 
summers. That other had bought her a little waxen 
Jesus at the Kermesse. The old woman in the blue 
linen skirt had taken her to her first communion. 
She who wanted her sister to have the crust and 
the flowers, had brought her a beautiful painted 
book of hours that had cost a whole franc. Another 
had given her the solitary wonder, travel, and 
foreign feast of her whole life — a day fifteen miles 
away at the fair at Mechlin. The iast speaker of 
all had danced her on her knee a hundred times in 
babyhood, and told her legends, and let her ride 
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in the green cart behind big curly-coated Tam- 
bour. 

Beb^e did not doubt that these trusty old friends 
meant well by her, and yet a certain heavy sense 
fel! on her that in all these counsels there was not 
the same whole-hearted and frank goodness that 
had prompted the gifts to her of the waxen Jesus, 
and the Kermesee of Mechlin. 

Eebee did not reason, because she was too little 
a thing and too trustful ; but she felt, in a vague, 
sorrowful fashion, that they were all of them 
trying to make some benefit out of her poor little 
heritage, with small regard for herself at the root 
of their speculations. 

Bebee was a child ; wholly a child ; body and 
soul were both as fresh in her as a golden crocus 
just born out of the snows. But she was not a 
little fool, thoiigh people sometimes called her so 
because she would sit in the moments of her 
leisure with her blue eyes on the far-away clouds 
like a thing in a dream. 

She heard them patiently till the cackle of shrill 
voices had exhausted itself, and the six women 
stood on the sunny mud floor of the hut eyeing 
each other with venomous glances ; for though they 
were good neighbors at all times, each, in this mat- 
ter, was hungry for the advantages to be got out 
of old Antoine'a plot of ground. They were very 
poor; they toiled in the scorched or frozen fields 
all weathers, or spent from dawn to nightfall pour- 
ing over their cobweb lace; and to save a sou or 
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gain a cabbage was of moment to them only second 
to the keeping of their aouls secure of heaven by 
Lenten mass and Easter psalm. 

Bebee listened to them all, and the tears dried 
on her cheeks, and her pretty rosebud lips curled 
close in one another. 

" You are very good, no doubt, all of you," she 
said at last. " But I cannot tell you that I am 
thankful, for my heart is like a stone, and I think 
it is not so very much for me as it is for the hut 
that you are speaking. Perhaps it is wrong in me 
to say so — yes, I am wrong, I am sure, — you are 
all kind, and I am only Bebee, But you see he 
told me to live here and take care of the flowers, 
and I must do it, that is certain. I will ask ^Father 
Francis, if you wish; but if he tells me I am 
wrong, as you do, I shall stay here all the same." 

And in answer to their expostulations and con- 
demnation, she only said the same thing over again 
always, in dift'erent words, but to the same stead- 
fast purpose. The women clamored about her for 
an hour in reproach and rebuke; she was a baby 
indeed, she was a little fool, she was a naughty, 
obstinate child, she was an ungrateful willful little 
creature, who ought to be beaten till she was blue, 
if only there was anybody that bad the right to 
do it! 

"But there is nobody that has the right," said 
B6bee, getting angry and standing upright on the 
floor, with Antoine's old gray cat in her round 
arms. " He told me to stay here, and he would 
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not have said so if it had been wrong; and I am 
old enough to do for myaelf, and I am not afraid, 
and who is there that would hurt me? Oh, yes; 
go and tell Father Francis, if jou like, I do not 
believe he will blame me, but if he do, I rouat 
bear it. Even if he shut the church door on me, 
I will obey Antoine, and the flowers will know I 
am right, and they will let no evil spirits touch me, 
for the tlowers are strong for that ; they talk to the 
angels in the night." 

What use was it to argue with a little idiot like 
this? Indeed, peasants never do argue; they use 
abuse. 

It is their only form of logic. 

They used it to Bebee, rating her soundly, as be- 
came people who were old enough to be her grand- 
mothers, and who knew that she had been raked 
out of their own pond, and bad no more real place 
in creation than a water-rat, as one might say. 

The women were kindly, and had never thrown 
this truth against her before, and in fact, to be a 
■ foundling was no sort of disgrace to their eight; 
but anger is like wine, and makes the depths of the 
mind shine clear, and all the mud that is in the 
depths Btink in the light; and in their wrath at not 
sharing Antoine'a legacy, the good souls said bitter 
things that in calm moments they would no more 
have uttered than they would have taken up a knife 
to slit her throat. 

They talked themselves hoarse with impatience 
and chagrin, and went backwards over the thresh- 
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old, their wooden ehoes and their shrill voices keep- 
ing a clattering chorus. By this time it was even- 
ing; the eun had gone off the floor, and the bird 
had done singing. 

Bebee stood in the same place, hardening her 
little heart, whilst big and bitter tears swelled into 
her eyes, and fell on the soft fur of the sleeping cat. 

She only very vaguely understood why it was in 
any sense shameful to have been raked out of the 
water-lilies like a drowning field-mouse, as they had 
said it was. 

She and Antoine had often talked of that summer 
morning when he had found her there among the 
leaves, and Bebee and he had laughed aver it gayly, 
and she had been quite proud in her innocent 
fashion that she had had a fairy and the flowers for 
her mother and godmothers, which Antoine always 
told her was the case beyond any manner of doubt. 
Even Father Francis, hearing the pretty harmless 
fiction, had never deemed it bis duty to disturb 
her pleasure in it, being a good, cheerful old man, 
who thought that woe and wisdom both come soon 
enough to bow young shoulders and to silver young 
curls without hie interference. 

B6bee had always thought it quite a fine thing to 
have been born of water-lilies, with the sun for her 
father, and when people in Brussels had asked her 
of her parentage, seeing her stand in the market 
with a certain look on her that was not like other 
children, had always gravely answered in the purest 
good faith, — 



,y Google 



TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. 21 

"My mother was a flower." 

"You are a flower, at any rate," they woald say 
in return; and Bebee Kad been always quite con- 
tent. 

But now she was doubtful ; Bhe waa rather per- 
plexed than sorrowful. 

These good friends of here seemed to see some 
new sin about her. Perhaps, after all, thought 
Bebee, it might have been better to have had a 
human mother who would have taken care of her 
now that old Antoine was dead, instead of those 
beautiful, gleaming, cold water-lilies which went to 
sleep OH their green velvet beds, and did not cer- 
tainly care when the thorns ran into her fingers, or 
the pebhies got in her wooden shoes. 

In some vague way, disgrace and envy — the twin 
Discords of the world — touched her innocent cheek 
with their hot breath, and as the evening fell, B^bte 
felt very lonely and a little wistful. 

She had been always used to run out in the 
pleasant twilight-time among the flowers and 
water them, Antoine filling the can from the well; 
and the neighbors would come and lean against 
the little low wall, knitting and gossiping; and 
the big dogs, released from harness, would poke 
their heads through the wicket for a crust ; and the 
children would dance and play Colin Maillard on 
thegreen by the water, and she, when the flowers 
were no longer thirsted, would join them, and romp 
. and dance and sing the gayest of them all. 

But now the buckets bung at the bottom of the 
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well, and the flowers hungered in vain, and the 
neighbors held aloof, and she shut-to the hut door 
and listened to the rain which began to fall, and 
cried herself to sleep all alone in her tiny kingdom. 

When the dawn came the sun rose red and 
warm; the grass and boughs sparkled; a lark 
sang; E^bee awoke ead in heart, indeed, for her 
lost old friend, but brighter and braver. 

"Each of them wants to get something out of 
me," thought the child. " "Well, I will live alone, 
then, and do my duty, just as he said. The flowers 
win never let any real harm come, though they do 
look so indifferent and smiling sometimes, and 
though not one of them hung their heads when his 
coffin was carried through them yesterday." 

That want of sympathy in the flowers troubled 
her. 

The old man had loved them so well ; and they 
had all looked as glad as ever, and had laughed 
saucily in the sun, and not even a rosebud turned 
the paler as the poor still stiffened limbs went by 
in the wooden shell. 

"I suppose God carea — but I wish they did," 
Baid Bebee, to whom the garden was more intelli- 
gible than Providence. 

" Why do you not care?" she asked the pinks, 
shaking the rain-drops off their curled rosy petals. 

The pinks leaned lazily against their sticks, and 
seemed to say, " Why should we care for anything, 
unless a slug be eating us? — ikal la real woe, if 
you like." 
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Bebee, without her sabots on, wandered thought- 
fully among the sweet wet suTiiightcned kbyi'inthg 
of blossom, her pretty bare feet treading the 
narrow grassy paths with pleasure in their cool- 

" He -was ao good to you," she said reproachfully 
to the great gaudy gillyflowers and the painted 
sweet-peas. "He never let you know heat or 
cold — he never let the worm gnaw or the snail 
harm you; — he would get up in the dark to see 
after your wants, — and when the ice froze over 
you, he was there to loosen your chains. Why do 
you not care, any one of 3'olt ?" 

"How silly you are !" said the flowers. "You 
must be a butterfly or a poet, Bibee, to be as fool- 
ish as that. Some one will do all he did. We are 
of market value, you know. Care, indeed ! — when 
the sun is ao warm, and there is not an earwig in 
the place to trouble us." 

The flowers were not always so selfish as this; 
and perhaps the sorrow in Eebee's heart made 
their calloiisnesa seem harder than it really was. 

When we suffer very much ourselves, anything 
that smiles in the sun seems cruel — a child, a bird, 
a dragon-fly — nay, even a fluttering ribbon, or a 
spear-grass that waves in the wind. 

There was a little shrine at the corner of the 
gard&n, set into the wall ; a niche with a bit of 
glass and a picture of the Virgin, so battered that 
no one could trace any feature of it. 

It had been there for centuries, and was held in 
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great veneration; and old Antoine had always cut 
the choicest buds of his roses and sSt them in a 
delf pot ill front of it every other morning all the 
summer long. B6b6e, whose religion was the 
sweeteet, vaguest mingling of Psgan and Chris- 
tian myths, and whose faith in fairies and in saints 
was exactly equal in strength and in ignorance — 
Bebee filled the delf pot anew carefully, then knelt 
down on the turf in that little green corner, and 
prayed in devout hopeful childish good faith to 
the awful unknown Powers who were to her only 
as gentle guides and kindly playmates. 

Was she too familiar with the Holy Mother? 

She was almost fearful that she was; but then 
the Holy Mother loved flowers so well, B6bee 
would not feel aloof from her, nor be afraid, 

" When one cuts the best blossoms for her, and 
tries to be good, and never tella a lie," thought 
Bebee, "I am quite sure, as she loves the lilies^ 
that she will never altogether forget me." 

So she said to the Mother of Christ fearlessly, and 
nothing doubting; and then rose for her daily work 
of cutting the flowers for the market in Brussels. 

By the time her baskets were full, her fowls fed, 
her goat foddered, her starling's cage cleaned, her 
hut door locked, and her wooden shoes clatter- 
ing on the sunny road into the city, Bebee was 
aimoBt content again, though ever and again, as she 
trod the familiar ways, the tears dimmed her eyes 
as she remembered that old Antoine would never 
ag£un hobble over the stones beside her. 
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"You are a little willful one, and too young to 
live alone," said Father Fratioie, meeting her in 
the lane. 

But he did not scold her Beriousl)- ; and she kept 
to her resolve; and the women, who were good at 
heart, took lier back into favor again; and ao 
Bebee had ber own way, and the fairies, or the 
aaints, or both together, took care of her; and so 
it came to pass that all alone she heard the cock 
crow whilst it was dark, and woke to the grand 
and amazing truth that this warm, fragrant, dusky 
June morning found her full sixteen years old. 
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CHAPTER II. 

I^^SlHE two years had not been al! playtime, 
^^ any more than they had been all summer. 
IjljlMflUI "When one has not father, or mother, or 
brother, and all one's friends have barely bread 
enough for themseWea, life cannot be very easy, 
nor its eriisfs very many at any time. 

Bebee had a cherub'a mouth, and a dreamer's 
eyes, and a poet's thoughts sometimes in her own 
untaught and unconscious fashion. 

But all the same she waa a little hard-working 
Brabant peasant giri ; up whilst the birds twittered 
in the dark ; to bed when the red sun sank beyond 
the far blue line of the plains; she hoed, and dug, 
and watered, and planted her little plot; she kept 
her cabin as clean as a fresh-blossomed primrose; 
she milked her goat, and swept her floor; s)ie sat, 
all the warm days, in the town, selling her flowers, 
and in the winter-time, when her garden yielded 
her nothing, she strained her sight over lace-making 
in the city to get the small bit* of food that stood 
between her and that hunger which to the poor 
means death. 

A hard life : very hard when hail and snow made 
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the streets of Brussels like slopes of ice ; a little hard 
even in the gay aiimmer-tinie when she sat under 
the awning fronting the Maiaon dii Roi ; hut all the 
time the child throve on it, and was happy, and 
dreamed of many graceful and gracious things 
whilst she was weeding among her lilies, or tracing 
the threads to and fro on her lace pillow. 

Now — when she woke to the full sense of her 
wonderful sixteen years — Bebee, standing barefoot 
on the mud-floor, was as pretty a sight as was to be 
seen betwixt Scheldt and Rhino. 

The sun had only left a soft warmth like an 
apricot's on her white skin. Her limba, though 
strong as a mountain pony's, were slender and well 
shaped. Iler hair curled in shiny crumpled masses, 
and tumbled about her shoulders. Her pretty 
round plump little breast was white as the lilies in 
the grass without, and in this blooming time of her 
little life Bebee, in her way, was beautiful as a 
peach-bloom is beautiful, and her innocent, coura- 
geous, happy eyes had dreams in them underneath 
their laughter — dreams that went farther than the 
green woods of Laeken, farther even than the white 
clouds of summer. 

She could not move among them idly as poets 
and girls love to do; she had to be active amidst 
them, else drought and rain, and worm and snail, 
and blight and frost would have made havoc of 
their fairest hopes. 

The loveliest love is that which dreams high 
above all storms, unaoiled by all burdens ; hut per- 
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haps the strongest love 13 that which, wtiilst it 
adorea, drags its feet through mire, and burns its 
brow in heat, for the thing beloved. 

So B^bSe dreamed in her garden ; but all the time 
for sake of it hoed and dug, and hurt her hands, 
and tired her limbs, and bowed her shoulders under 
the great metal pails from the well. 

This wondroua morning, with the bright burden 
of her sixteen years upon her, she dressed herself 
quickly and fed her fowla, and, happy as a bird, 
went to sit on her little wooden stool in the door- 
way. 

There had been fresh rain in the night: the gar- 
den was radiant; the smell of the wet earth was 
sweeter than all perfumea that are burned in 
palaces. 

The dripping rosebuds nodded against her hair 
as she went out; the starling called to her — 
" Bebee, liebee — bonjour, bonjour." These were all 
the words it knew. It said the same words a thou- 
sand times a week. But to Bebee it seemed that 
the starling moat certainly knew that she was six- 
teen years old that day. 

Breaking her bread into the milk, she sat in 
the dawn and thought, without knowing that she 
thought it, "How good it is to live when one is 
young!" 

Old people say the same thing often, but they 
sigh when they say it. Bebee smiled. 

Mfere Krebs opened her door in the next cottage, 
and nodded over the wall. 
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"What a fine thing to be sixteen! — a merry 
year, B6bee." 

Marthe, the carpenter's wife, came out frdm her 
gate, broom in hand. 

"Tlie Holy Saints keep you, Bebee; why, you 
are quite a woman now!" 

The little children of Vanihart, the charcoal- 
burner, who were as poor as any mouse in the old 
churches, rushed out of their little home np the 
lane, bringing with them a cake stuck full of sngar 
and eeeda, and tied round with a blue ribbon, that 
their mother bad made that very week, ail in her 
honor. 

"Only see, Bebee! Such a grand cake!" tbey 
shouted, dancing down the lane. "Jules picked 
the plums, and Jeanne washed the almonds, and 
Christine took the ribbon off her own communion 
cap — all for you — all for you; but you will let us 
come and eat it too?" 

Old gran'raere Bishot, who was- the oldest 
woman about Laeken, hobbled through the grass 
on her crutches and nodded her while shaking 
head, and smiled at Bebee, 

" I have nothing to give you, tittle one — except 
my blessing, if you care for that," 

B6bec ran out, breaking from the children, and 
knelt down in the wet grass, and bent her pretty 
sunny head to tlie benediction. 

Trine, the miller's wife, the richest woman of 
them all, called to the child from the steps of the 
mill,— 
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"A merry year, and the blessing of Heaven, 
Beb^e! Come up, and here is my lirat dish of 
cherries for you ; not tasted one myself; they will 
make you a feast with Varnhart's cake, though 
she should have knowo better, so poor as she ia. 
Charity begins at home, and these children's 
stomachs are empty." 

liebee ran up and then down again gleefully, 
with her lapful of big black cherries; Tambour, 
the old white dog, who had used to drag her about 
in bis milk-cart, leaping on her in sympathy and 
congratulation. 

" What a supper we will ha^e !" she cried to the 
charcoal-burner's children, who were turning sum- 
mersaults in the dock-leaves, while the swans stared 
and hissed. 

"When one ia sixteen, cherries and a cake have 
a flavor of Paradise still, especially when they are 
tasted twice, or thrice at most, in all the year. 

An old man called to her as she went by his 
door. Ail these little cabins lie close together, 
with only their apple-trees, or their tall beans, or 
their hedges of thorn between them; you may 
ride by and never notice them if you do not look 
for them under the leaves closely, as you would 
tor thrushes'-nests. 

He, too, was very old ; a life-long neighbor and 
gossip of Antoine's; he had been a day-laborer 
in these same fields all his years, and had never 
traveled farther than where the red mill-saiU 
turned among the colza and the corn. 
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*' Come in, my pretty one, for a second," he 
whispered, with an air of mystery that made 
Bebee's heart quicken with expectancy. "Come 
in; I have something for you. They were my 
dead daughter's — you have heard me talk of her 
— Liaette, who died forty year or more ago, they 
Bay ; for me I think it was yesterday. Mere Kreba 
— she is a hard woman — heard me talking of my 
girl. 8he burst out laughing, 'Lord's sake, fool, 
why, your girl would be sixty now an she had 
lived.' Well, so it may be; you see, the new mill 
waa put up the week she died, and you call the 
new mill old; but, my girl, she is young to me. 
Always young. Come here, Bebee." 

B^bee went after him, a little awed, into the 
dusky interior, that smelt of stored apples and of 
dried herbs that hung from the roof. There waa 
a walnut-wood press, such as the peasants of 
France and the low countriea keep their home- 
spun linen in and their old lace that serves for the 
nuptials and baptisms of half a score of genera- 
tions. 

The old man unlocked it with a trembling hand, 
and there came from it an odor of dead lavender 
and of withered rose-leaves. 

On the shelves there were a girl'a set of clothes, 
and a girl's sabots, and a girl's communion veil 
and wreath. 

"They are all hers," he whispered; "all hers. 
And sometimes in the evening-time I see her com- 
ing along the lane for them— do you not know? 



,y Google 



82 ^WO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. 

There is nothing changed; nothing changed; the 
grass, and the trees, and the huts, and the pond 
are all here — why should she only be gone 
away ?" 

" Antoine is gone." 

" Yes. Bnt he was old ; my girl is young." 

He stood a moment, with the press door open, 
a perplexed trouble in hia dim eyes; the divine 
faith of love and the mule-like stupidity of ignor- 
ance made bini cling to this one thought without 
power of judgment in it. 

"They 8;iy she would be sixty," he said, with a 
little dreary smile. " But that is absurd, you 
knovr. Why, she had cheeks like yours, and she 
would run — no lapwing could fly faster over corn. 
These are her things, you see; yes — all of them. 
That is the sprig of sweetbrier she wore in her 
belt the day before the wagon kncfekod her down 
and killed her. I have never touched the things. 
But look here, Bebee, you are a good child and 
true, and like her just a little, I mean to give 
you her silver clasps. They were her great- 
great-great-grandmother's before her. God knows 
how old they are not. And a girl should have 
some little wealth of that sort — and for Antoine's 
Bake " 

The old man stayed behind, closing the press 
door upon the lavender-scented clothes, and sitting 
down in the dull shadow of the hut to think of his 
daughter, dead forty summers and more. 

Bebee went out with the brave broad silver 
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clasps about her waist, and the tears wet on her 
cheeks for a grief not her own. 

To be killed just when one was young, and was 
loved like that, and all the world was in its May- 
day flower! The silver felt cold to her touch — as 
cold as though it were the dead girl's hands that 
held her. 

The garlands that the children strung of daisies 
and hung about her had never chilled her so. 

But little Jeanne, the youngest of the charcoal- 
burner's little tribe, running to meet her, screamed 
with glee, and danced in the gay morning. 

" Oh, Bebee ! how you glitter ! Did the Virgin 
Bend you that otf her own altar? Let me see — 
let me touch ! Is it made of the stars or of the 
Bun?" 

And Bebee danced with the child, and the silver 
gleamed and sparkled, and all the people came 
running out to see, and the milk-carts were half 
an hour later for town, and the hens cackled loud 
unfed, and the men even stopped on their way to 
the fields and paused, with their scythes on their 
shoulders, to stare at the splendid gift. 

" There is not such another set of clasps in 
Brabant; old work you could make a fortune of 
in the curiosity-shops in the Moutagne," said 
Trine Krebs, going up the steps of her mill-house. 
"But, all the same, you know, Bebee, things cff a 
dead body bring mischance sometimes," 

But Bebee danced with the child, and did not 
hear. 
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"Whose fSte day had ever begun like this one of 
hera? 

She was a little poet at heart, and should not 
have cared for such vanities; but when one is 
only sixteen, and has only a little rough woolen 
frock, and sita in the market-place or the lace- 
room, with other girls around, how should one be 
altogether indifterent to a broad, embossed, beauti- 
ful shield of silver that sparkled with each step 
one took ? 

A quarter of an hour idle thus was all, however, 
that Bebee or her friends could spare at five o'clock 
on a summer morning, when the city was waiting 
for its eggs, its lioney, ita flowers, its cream, and 
its butter, and Tambour was shaking liis leatlier 
harness in impatience to be oft' with his milk-cans. 

So Bebee, all holiday though it was, and heroine 
though she felt herself, ran in-doors, put up her 
cakes and cherries, cut her two basketfuls out of 
the garden, locked her hut, and went on her quick 
and happy little feet along the grassy paths toward 
the city. 

The sorting and tying up of the flowers she 
always left until she was sitting under the awning 
in front of the Broodhuis ; the same awning, tawny 
as an autumn pear and weather-blown as an old 
eail, which had served to shelter Antoine Maes 
from heat and rain through all the years of his 
life. 

"Go to the Madeleine; you will make money 
there, with your pretty blue eyes, Bebee," people 
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had said to her of late ; but Eebee had shaken her 
head. 

Where she had sat in her babyhood at Antoine's 
feet, she would sit so long ae she sold flowers in 
BruBsela — here, underneath the shadow of the 
Gothic towers that saw Egmont die. 

Old Aiitoine had never gone into the grand 
market that is fashioned after the Madeleine of 
Paris, and where in the cool, wet, sweet-smelling 
halls, all the flowers of Brabant are spread in bou- 
quets fit for the bridal of Una, and large as the 
shield of the lled-Cross Knight. 

Antoiiie could not compete with all those treas- 
ures of greenhouse and stove. He had always had 
his little stall among those which spread their 
tawny awnings and their merry hardy blossoms 
under the shadow of the Hotel de Ville, in the 
midst of the buyings and sellings, the games and 
the quarrels, the auctions and the Cheap Johns, 
the mountebank, and the marriage-parties, that 
daily and hourly throng the Grande Place. 

Here Beb^e, from three years old, had been 
used to sit beside him. By nature she was as gay 
as a lark. The people always heard hersinging as 
they passed the garden. The children never found 
their games so merry as when she danced their 
rounds with them; and though she dreamed so 
much out there in the air among the carnations 
and the roses, or in the long, low work-room in the 
town, high against the erocketed pinnacles of the 
cathedral, yet her dreams, if vaguely wistful, were 
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all brijjht of hue and sunny in their phantasies. 
Still, Bebee had one sad iiiisatlsfled desire: she 
wanted to know so much, and she knew nothing. 
She did not care for the grand gay people. 
When the band played, and the park filled, and 
the bright little cafes were thronged with pleasure- 
seekers, and the crowds flocked hither and thither 
to the woods, to the theatres, to the galleries, to the 
guinguettes, Bebee, going gravely along with her 
emptied baskets homeward, envied none of these. 
When at Noe! the little children hugged their 
loads of puppets and sugar-pJums; when at the 
Fete Dieu the whole people flocked out he-rib- 
boned and vari-colored like any bed of epring-ane- 
mones; when in the merry midsummer the chars- 
^bancs trundled away into the forest with laugh- 
ing loads of students and maidens; when in the 
rough winters the carriages left furred and jeweled 
women at the doors of the operas or the palaces — 
Bebee, going and coming through the city to her 
flower-stall or lace-work, looked at them all, aud 
never thought of envy or desire- 
She had her little hut; she could get her bread; 
she lived with the flowers ; the neighbors were good 
to her, and now and then, on a saint's day, she too 
got her day in the woods ; it never occurred to her 
that her lot could be better. 

But sometimes sitting, looking at the dark old 
beauty of the Broodhuis, or at the wondrous carven 
fronts of other Spanish houses, or at the painted 
stories of the cathedral windows, or at the quaint 
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colora of the sliipping on the quay, or at the long 
dark aisles of trees that went away through the 
forest, where her steps had never wandered — some- 
times Bebee would get pondering on all this un- 
known world that lay before and behind and around 
her, and a sense of her own utter ignorance would 
steal on her; and she would say to herself, "If 
only I knew a little — ^just a very Uttle!" 

But it is not easy to know even a very little when 
you have to work for your bread from sunrise to 
nightfall, and when none of your friends know how 
to read or write, and even your old priest ia one 
of a family of peasants, and can jnst teach you the 
alphabet, and that is all For Father Francis could 
do no more than this; and all his spare time was 
taken up in digging his cabbage-piot and seeing to 
his beehives; and the only books that Bebee ever 
beheld were a few tattered lives of saints that lay 
moth-eaten on a shelf of his cottage. 

But Brussels has stones that are sermons, or 
rather that are quaint, touching, illuminated le- 
gends of the Middle Ages, which those who run 
may read. 

Brussels is a gay little city, that lies as bright 
within its girdle of woodland as any butterfly that 
rests upon moss. 

The city has its ways and wiles of Paris. It decks 
itself with white and gold. It has music under its 
trees and soldiers in ils streets, and troops march- 
ing and countermarching along its sunny avenues. 
It has blue and pink, and yellow and green, on its 
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awnino;8 and on its house-fronts. It has a merry 
open-air Hl'e on ita pavemetJta at little marble tables 
before little gay-coloreii cafes. It has gildeil bal- 
coniea, and tossing flags, and comic operas, and 
leisurely pleasure-seekers, and tries always to be- 
lieve and make the world believe that it is Paria 
ill very truth. 

But this is only the Brussels of the noblesse and 
the foreigners. 

There is a Brussels that ia better than this — a 
Brussels that belongs to the old burgher-Iife, to the 
artists and the craftsmen, to the master- masons of 
the Mo\'en-Sge, to the same spirit and soul that once 
filled the free men of Ghent and the citizens of 
Bruges and the besieged of Leyden, and the blood 
of Eginontand of Ilorne. 

Down there by the water-sido, where the old 
quaint walls lean over the yellow sluggish stream, 
and the green barrels of the Antwerp barges swing 
against the dusky piles of the crumbling bridges. 

In the gray square desolate courts of the old pal- 
aces, wherein cobwebbed galleries and silent cham- 
bers the Flemish tapestries drop to pieces.' 

In .the great populous square, where, above the 
clamorous and rushing crowds, the mnjestic front 
of the Maison du Hoi frowns against the sun, and 
the spires and pinuaeles of tJie Burgonuister'a 
gLithering-halls tower into the sky iu all the fantas- 
tic luxuriance of Gothic fancy. 

Under the vast shadowy wings of angels in the 
stillueas of the cathedral, across whose sunny aisles 
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some little child goea slowly all alone, laden with 
lilies for the Feast of tlie Aasuinption, tilt their 
white glory liidea its curly head. 

In all strange quaint old-world niches withdrawn 
from men in silent grass grown corners, wliere a 
twelfth-century corhel holds a pot of roses, or a 
Gothic arch yawns beneath a woo!- warehouse, or a 
water-spout with a grinning faun's head laughs in 
the grim humor of the Moyen-Sge above the bent 
bead of a young lace-worker. 

Ill all these, Brussels, though more worldly than 
her sisters of Ghent and IJrugea, and far more 
worldly yet than her Teuton cousins of Freiburg 
and Nurnberg, is still in her own way like as a 
monkish story mixed up with the Romaunt of the 
Kose; or rather like some gay French vaudeville, 
all fashion and jest, illustrated in old Missal man- 
ner with helm and hauberk, cope and cowl, pray- 
ing knights and lighting priests, winged griffins 
aiid ninibused saints, flame-breathing dragons and 
enamored princea, all mingled together in the 
illuminated colors and the heroical grotesque ro- 
mance of the Middle Ages. 

And it was thia side of the city that Bebee 
knew; and she loved it well, and would not leave 
it for the market of the Madeleine. 

She had no one to tell her anything, and all 
Antoine had ever been able to say to her concern- 
ing the Broodhuis was that it had been there in 
his father's time; and regarding St. GuduJe, that 
his mother had burned many a candle before its 
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altara for a dead brother who had been drowned 
ofl' the dunes. 

But the child's mind, unled, but not misled, had 
pondered on these things, and her heart had grown 
to love them; and perhaps no student of Spanish 
architecture, no antiquary of Moyen-Sge relics, 
loved St. Gudule and the Broodhuis as little 
ignorant Eebee did. 

There had been a time whea great dark, fierce 
men had huilded these things, and made the place 
beautiful. So much she knew ; and the little wist- 
ful, untaught brain tried to project itself into those 
unknown times, and failed, and yet found pleasure 
in the effort. Anil B^bee would say to herself as 
she walked the streets, " Perhaps some one will 
come some day who will tell me all those things." 

Meanwhile, there were the flowers, and she was 
qnite content. 

Besides, she knew all the people: the old cob- 
bler, who sat next her, and chattered all day long 
like a magpie ; the tinker, who had come up many 
a summer night to drink a glass with Antoine; 
the Cheap John, who cheated everybody else, hut 
who had always given her a toy or a trinket at 
every Fete Dieu all the summers she had known ; 
the little old woman, sour as a crab, who sold 
rosaries and pietures of saints, and little waxen 
- Christs upon a tray ; the big dogs who pulled the 
carts in, and lay panting all day under the rush- 
bottomed chairs on which the egg-wives and the 
fruit-sellers sat, and knitted, and chaffered; nay, 
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even the gorgeoua huissier and the frowning gen- 
darme, who marshaled the folks into order as 
they went up for municipal registriep, or for town- 
misdemeanora. She knew them all ; had known 
tliem all ever since she had first trotted in like a 
littla dog at Antoiiie's heels. 
So B^bee stayed there. 

It is, perhaps, the most beautiful square in all 
Northern Europe, with its black timbers and gilded 
carvings, and blazoned windows, and majestic 
scutcheons, and fantastic pinnacles. That Bebee 
did not know, bnt she loved it, and she sat reso- 
lutely in front of the Broodhuis, selling her flowers, 
smiling, chatting, helping the old woman, counting 
her little gains, eating her bit of bread at noonday 
like any other market-girl, but at times glancing 
up to the stately towers and the blue sky, with a 
look on her face that made the old tinker and 
cobbler whisper together, " What does elie see 
there? — the dead people or the angels ?" 

The truth was that even Bebee herself did not 
know very surely what she saw — something that 
was still nearer to her than even this kindly crowd 
that loved her. That was all she could have said 
had anybody asked her. 

But none did. 

No one wanted to hear what the dead said; and 
for the angels, the tinker and the cobbler were of 
opinion that one had only too much of them sculp- 
tured about everj-whcre, and shining on all the 
casements — in reverence be it spoken, of course. 
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CHAPTER III. 



" WM ^ExMEMBERBD it was your name-d 
phSffij^ chilli. Here are Iialf a dozen ogga," 
l "^*^ l said one of the hen-wives; and the little 
cross woman with the peddler's tray added a waxea 
St. Agties, colored red and yellow to the very life 
no doubt; and the old Cheap John had saved her 
a cage for the atarling ; and the tinker had a cream- 
cbeese for her in a vine-leaf, and the aweetmeat- 
seller brought her a beautiful gilded horn of sugar- 
plums, and the cobbler had made her actually a 
pair of shoes — red shoes, beautiful shoes to go to 
mass in and be a wonder in to all the neighbor- 
hood. And they thronged round her, and adored 
the silver waist-buekies; and when Bebee got 
fairly to her stall, and traffic began, she thought 
once more that nobody's feast-day had ever 
dawned like hers. 

When the chimes began to ring all over the city, 
she could hardly believe that the eariilon was not 
saying its "Laua Deo" with some special meaning 
in its bells of her. 

The morning went by as usual ; the noise of the 
throngs about her like a driving of angry winds, 
but no more hurting her than tiie angels on the 
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roof of St. Gudule are hurt by the storm when it 
breaks. 

Hard words, fierce passions, low thoughts, evil 
deeda, passed by the child without resting on her; 
her heart was in her flowers, and was like one of 
them with the dew of daybreak on it. 

There were many strangers in the city, and such 
are always sure to loiter in the Spanish square; 
and she sold fast and well her lilacs and her roses, 
and her knots of thyme and sweet-brier. 

She was always a little sorry to see them go, her 
kindly pretty playmates that, niite times out of tea 
no doubt, only drooped and died in the hands that 
purchased them, as human souls soil and shrivel 
in the grasp of the passions that woo them. 

The day was a busy one, and brouglit in good 
profit. Bebee had no less than fifty sous in her 
leather poueh when it was over, — a su'ni of magni- 
tude in the green lane by Laeken. 

A few of her moss-roses were still unsold, that 
was all, when the Ave Maria began ringing over 
the town and the people dispersed to their homes 
or their pleasuring. 

It was a warm gray evening: the streets were 
full.; there were blossoms in all the balconies, and 
gay colors in all the dresses. The old tinker put 
his tools together, and whispered to lier, — 

" Bebee, as it is your feast-day, come and stroll 
in St. Hubert's gallery, and I will buy yon a little 
gilt heart, or a sugar-apple stick, or a ribbon, and 
we cau see the puppet-show afterwards, eh ?" 
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But the children were waiting at home: ehe 
would not spend the evening in the city ; she only 
thought she would just kneel a moment in the 
cathedral and say a little prayer or two for a 
minute — the saints were so good in giving her so 
many friends. 

There is something very touching in the Flemish 
peasant's relation with his Deity. It is all very vague 
to him ; a jumble of veneration and familiarity, of 
sanctity and profanity, without any thought of 
being familiar, or any idea of being profane. 

There is a homely poetry, an innocent aft'ection- 
ateness in it, characteristic of the people. lie talks 
to his good angel Michel, and to his friend that 
dear little Jesus, much as he would talk to the 
shoemaker over the way or the cooper's child in 
the doorway. 

It is a very unreasonable, foolish, clumsy sort of 
religion, this theology in wooden shoes; it is half 
grotesque, half pathetic; the grandmothers pass it 
on to the grandchildren as they pass the bowl of 
potatoes round the stove in the long winter nights; 
it is as silly as possible, but it comforts them as 
they carry fagots over the frozen canals or wear 
their ej'cs blind over the squares of lace; and it ■ 
has in it the supreme pathos of any perfect confi- 
dence, of any utterly childlike and undoubting 
trust. 

This had been taught to Bcbce, and she went to 
sleep every night in the firm belief that the sixteen 
little angels of the Flemish prayer kept watch and 
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ward over her bed. For the rest, being poetical, 
as tbeae north folks are not, and having in her — ■ 
■wherever it came from, poor littie soul — a vtarmth 
of fancy and a spirituality of viaion not at all 
northern, she had mixed up her religion with the 
fairies of Antoine's stories, and the demons in 
which the Flemish folks are profound believers, 
and the flowers into which she put all manner of 
sentient life, until her religion was a fantastic 
medley, so entangled that poor Father Francis 
had given up in despair any attempt to arrange it 
more correctly. Indeed, being of the peasantry 
himself, he was not so very full sure in his own 
mind that demons were not bodily presences, quite 
as real and often much more tangible than saints. 
Anyway, he let her alone ; and she believed in the 
goodness of God as she believed in the shining of 
the sun. 

People looked after her as she went through the 
twisting, picture-like streets, where sunlight fell 
still between the peaked high roofs, and lamps 
were here and there lit in the bric-a-brac shops 
and the fruit-stalls. 

Her little muslin cap blew hack like the wings 
of a white butterfly. Her sunny hair caught the 
last sun-rays. Iler feet were fair in the brown 
wooden shoes. Under the short woolen skirts 
the grace of her pretty limbs moved freely. Her 
broad silver clasps shone like a shield, and she was 
utterly unconscious that any one looked; she was 
simply and gravely intent on reaching St. Gudule 
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to eay her one prayer and not keep the children 
waiting. 

Some one leaning idly over a balcony in the street 
that is named after Mary of Burgnudy saw her going 
thus. He left tlie balcony aiid went down hisataira 
and followed her. 

The sun-dazzle on the silver had flret canght hia 
eight ; and then he had looked downward at the 
pretty feet. 

These are the chances women call Fate. 

Bebee entered the catliedral. It was quite empty. 
Far away at the west end there was an old custodian 
asleep on a bench, and a woman kneeling. That 
was all. 

B6bee made her salutations to the high altar, and 
stole on into the chapel of the Saint Sacrament; it 
was that one that she loved beat. 

She said her prayer, and thanked the saints for 
all their gifts and goodness, her clasped hand against 
her silver shield, ber basket on the pavement by 
her, abovehead the sunset rays streaming pnrple 
and crimson and golden through the painted win- 
dows that are the wonder of the world. 

"When her prayer was done she still kneeled 
there; her head thrown back to watch the light, 
her hands clasped still, and on her upturned face 
the look that made the people say, " What does she 
Bee ? — the angels or the dead ?" 

She forgot everything. She forgot the cherries 
at home, and the children even. She was looking 
upward at the stories of the painted panes ; she was 
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liateiiiiig to the message of tlie dying san-rayB; she 
was feeling vaguely, wistfully, unutterably the ten- 
der beauty of the Baered place and the awful won- 
der of the world in which she with her sixteen years 
was all alone, like a little blue corn-flower among 
the wheat that goes for grist and the barley that 
makes men drunk. 

For she was alone, though she had so many 
friends. Quite alone sometimes; for God had beeu 
cruel to her, and had made her a lark without song. 

When the sun faded aiid the beautiful casements 
lost all glow and meaning, Bebee rose with a startled 
look — had she been dreaming? — was it night? — 
would the children be sorry, and go supperlesa to 
bed? 

" Have you a rosebud left to sell to me ?" a man's 
voice said not far oft'; it was low and sweet, as be- 
came the Sacrament Chapel. 

Bebee looked up; she did not quite know what 
she saw : only dark eyes smiling into hers. 

By the instinct of habit she sought in her basket 
and found three raoas-roses. She held them out 
to him. 

" I do not sell flowers here, but I will give them 
to you," she said, in her pretfy grave childish 
fashion, 

"I often want flowers," said the stranger, as bo 
took the buds. *' Where do you sell yours? — in 
the market':" 

"In the Grande Place." 

"Will you tell me your name, pretty one?" 



,y Google 



48 ^IP'O LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. 

"1 am Bebee," 

There were people coming into the church. The 
beils were boomii»g abovehead for vespers. There 
was a shuffle of chairs and a stir of feet. Boys in 
white went to and fro, lighting the candles. Great 
clouds of shadow drifted up into the roof aud hid 
the angels. 

She nodded her little head to him. 

"Good-night; I cannot stay, I have a cake at 
home to-night, and the children are waiting." 

" Ah ! that is important, no doubt, indeed, AVill 
jou buy some more cakes for the children from 
me?" 

He slid a gold piece in her hand. She looked at 
it in amaze. In the green lanes by Laeken no one 
ever eaw gold. Then she gave it him back. 

" I will not take money in church, nor anywhere, 
except what the flowers are worth. Good-night." 

He followed her, and held back the heavy oak 
door for her, and went out into the air with her. 

It was dark already, but in the square there was 
Btill the cool bright primrose-colored evening light. 

Bebee's wooden shoes went pattering down the 
sloping and uneven stones. Her little gray figure 
ran quickly through the deep shade cast from the 
towers and walls. Her dreams had drifted away. 
She was thinking of the children and the cake. 

"You are in such a hnrry because of the cake?" 
eaid her new customer, as be followed her. 

Beb^e looked back at him with a smile in her 
blue eyes. 



,y Google 



TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES, 49 

" Yes — they will be waiting, yon know, and there 
are cherries too." 

" It is a grand day with you, then ?" 

" It is my fete day : I am sixteen." 

She wa8 proud of this. She told it to the very 
doga in the street. 

" Ah ! — ^j'ou feel old, I dare eay ?" 

"Oh, quite old! They cannot call me a child 
any more." 

"Of course not; it would be ridiculous. Are 
those presents in your basket?" 

"Yes, every one of them," She paused a mo- 
ment to lift the dead vine-leaves, and show him the 
beantiful shining red shoes. "Look! — old Orin- 
goire gave me these. I shall wear them at mass 
next Sunday. I never had a pair of shoes in my 
life." 

"But how will yoo wear shoes without stock- 
ings ?" 

It was a snake cast into her Eden. 

She had never thought of it. 

" Perhafis I can save money and buy some," she 
answered, after a sad little pause, "But that I 
couid not do till next year. They would cost sev- 
eral francs, I suppose," 

" Unless a good fairy gives them to yon ?" 

Beblo smiled ; fairies were real things to her — 
relations indeed. She did not imagine that he 
spoke in jest, 

" Sometimes I pray very much and things come," 
she said softly. "When the Gloirede Dijon was cut 
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back too ROOT! one eunimer, and never blosaomecl, 
and we all thought it was dead, I prayed all day 
Jong for it, and never thought of anything elae ; 
and by autumn it was all in new leaf, and now ita 
flowers are tiner than ever." 

"But you watered it whilst you prayed, I sup- 
pose ?" 

The sarcasm escaped her. 

She was wondering to herself whether it would 
be vain and wicked to pray for a pair of stockings : 
she thought she would go and ask Father Francis. 

By this time they were in the Kue Royale, and 
balf-way down it. The lamps were lighted. A 
regiment was marching up it with a band phiying. 
The windows were open, and people were laugiiiiig 
and singing in some of them. The light caught 
the white and gilded fronts of the houses. The 
pleasure-seeking crowds loitered along in the 
warmth of the evening. 

Bebee, suddenly roused from her thoughts by Ihe 
loud challenge of the military music, looked round 
on the stranger, and motioned him back. 

" Sir, — I do not know you, — why should you 
come with me? Do not do it, please. You make 
nie talk, and that makes me late." 

And she pushed her basket farther on ber arm, 
and nodded to him, and ran ofl"~aa tieetly as a hare 
through fern — among the press of the people. 

"To-morrow, little one," be answered ber with 
a careless smile, and let her go nnpursued. Above, 
from the open casement of a cafe, some young men 
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and Bome painted women leaned out, and threw 
Bweetnieata at him, as in earnival-tinie. 

"A new model, — that pretty peasant?" they 
asked him. 

lie langhed in answer, and went up the steps to 
join thom ; he dropped the moas-roeea as he went, 
and trod on them, and did not wait. 
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tfi*SeftS|EBEE ran home as fast as her feet would 

l El^"- ™ The children were all gathered about 
her gate in the dusky dewy evening ; they met her 
with shouts of welcome and reproach intermin- 
gled; they had been watching for her since first 
the sun had grown low and red, and now the moon 
was risen. 

But they forgave her when they saw the splen- 
dor of her presents, and she showered out among 
them Pcre Melehior's horn of comfits. 

They dashed into the hut ; they dragged the one 
little table out among the flowers; the cherries 
and cake were spread on it; and the miller's wife 
had given a big jug of milk, and Father Francis 
himself had sent some honeycomb. 

The early roses were full of scent in the dew; 
the great gillyflowers breathed out fragrance in 
the dusk; the goat came and nibbled the sweet- 
brier unrebuked; the children repeated the Flem- 
ish bread-grace, with clasped hands and reverent 
eyes — " Oh, dear little Jesus, come and sup with 
ue, and bring your beautiful Mother too; we will 
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not forget you are God." Then, that said, they ate, 
and drank, and laughed, and picked cherries from 
each other's mouths like little blackbirds; the big 
white dog gnawed a crust at their feet ; old Krebs, 
who had a fiddle, and could play it, came out and 
trilled them rude and ready Flemish tunes, such 
as Teniers or Mieria might have jumped to before 
an ale-house at theEermesse; Eebee and the chil- 
dren joined hands, anddanced round togetherinthe 
broad white moonlight, on the grass by the water- 
side; the idlers eame and sat about, the women 
netting or spinning, and the men smoking a pipe 
before bed-time ; the rough hearty Flemish bub- 
bled like a brook in gossip, or rung like a horn 
over a jest; Bebee and the children, tired of their 
play, grew quiet, and chanted together the " Ave 
Maria Stella Virginis;" a nightingale among the 
willows sang to the sleeping swans. 

All was happy, quiet, homely ; lovely also in its 
simple way. 

They went early to their beds, as people must 
do who rise at dawn. 

Bebue leaned out a moment from her own little 
casement ere she too went to rest. 

Through an open lattice there sounded the mur- 
mur of some little child's prayer; the wind sighed 
among the willows; the nightingales sang on iu 
the dark — all was still. 

Hard work awaited her on the morrow, and on 
all the other days of the year. 

She was only a little peasant, — she must sweep, 
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and spin, and dig, and delve, to get daily her bit 
of black bread, — bat tbat night she was as happy 
ae a little princess in a fairy tale ; happy in her 
playmates, in her flowers, in her sixteen years, in 
her red shoes, in her silver buckles, because she 
was half a woman ; happy in the dewy leaves, in 
the singiug birds, in the hush of the night, in the 
sense of rest, in the fragrance of flowers, in the 
drifting changes of moon and cloud ; happy be- 
cause she was half a woman, because she was half 
a poet, because she was wholly a poet. 

"Oh, dear swans, bow good it is to be sixteen I 
— how good it is to live at all ! — do you not teil 
the willows so?" said Bebee to the gleam of silver 
under the dark leaves by the water's side, which 
showed her where her friends were sleeping, with 
their snowy wings closed over their stately heads, 
and the veiled gold and ruby of their eyes. 

The swans did not awake to answer. 

Only the nightingale answered from the willows, 
with Desdcmona's song. 

But Beb^e had never heard of Desdemona, and 
the willows had no sigh for her. 

" Good-night!" she said, softly, to all the green 
dewy sleeping world, and then she lay down and 
slept herself. — The nightingale sang on, and the 
willows trembled. 
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"j^^SlP I could save a centime a day, t could 
uni^ buy a pair of Blockings tliie time next 
1 *"*^*^'' year," thought Bebec, locking her shoes 
with her other treasures in her drawer the next 
morning, anrl taking her broom and pail to wash 
down her little palace. 

But a centime a day is a great deal in Brabant, 
when one has not always enough for bare bread, 
and when, in the long chiJl winter, one must weave 
thread lace all through the short daylight for next 
to nothing at all; for there are so many women in 
Brabant, and every one of them, young or old, can 
make lace, and if one do not like the pitiful wage, 
one may leave it and go and die, for what the mas- 
ter lace-raakera care or know; there will alwaj-s 
be enough, many more than enough, to twist the 
thread round the bobbins, and weave the bridal 
veils, and the trains for the courts. 

"And besides, if I can save a centime, the Varn- 
hart children ought to have it," thought Bebee, as 
she swept the dust together. It was so eeltish of 
her to be dreaming about a pair of stockings, when 
those little things oflen went for days on a stew of 
nettles. 



,y Google 



56 rtro LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. 

So ehe looked at her own pretty feet, — pretty, 
and slender, and arched, rosy, and fair, and un- 
eramped by the pressure of leather, — and resigned 
her day-dream with a brave heart, as she put up 
her broom and went out to weed, and hoe, and 
trim, and prune the garden that had been for ouce 
neglected the night before. 

"One could not move half so easily in stockings," 
ahe thought with true philosophy as she worked 
among the black fresh sweet-smelling mould, and 
kissed a rose now and then as she passed one. 

When she got into the city that day, her rush- 
bottomed chair, which was always left upside down 
in case rain should fall in the night, was set ready 
for her, and on its seat was a gay, gilded box, such 
as rich people give away full of bonbons. 

Bebeo stood and looked from the box to the 
Eroodhuis, from the Broodhuis to the box; she 
glanced around, but no one had come there so 
early as elie, except the tinker, who was busy 
quarreling with his wife and letting his smelting 
fire burn a hole in his breeches. 

" The box was certainly for her, since it was set 
upon her chair?" — Bebee pondered a moment; 
then little by little opened the lid. 

Within, on a nest of rose-satin, were two pair. 
of silk stockings! — Real silk! — with the prettiest 
clocks worked up their sides in color! 

Bebee gave a little scream, and stood still, the 
blood hot in her cheeks; no one heard her, the 
tinker's wife, who alone was near, having just 
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wished Ileaven to send a judgment on her husband, 
wa3 busy putting out his smoking Bmall-clothee. 
It ia a way that womeii^aud wivea have, and they 
never see the bathos of it. 

The Place filled gradually. 

The customary crowds gathered. The business 
of the day began underneath the multitudinous 
tones of the chiming bells, Bebee's business 
began too; she put the bos behind her with a 
beating heart, and tied up her flowers. 

It was the fairies, of course ! — but they had never 
set a rush-bottomed chair on its legs before, and 
this action of theirs frightened her. 

It was rather an empty morning. She sold 
little, and there was the more time to think. 

About an hour after noon, a voice addressed 
her, — 

" Have you more moss-roses for me?" 

Bebee looked up with a smile, and found some. 
It was her companion of the cathedral. She had 
thought much of the red shoes and the silver 
clasps, but she had thought nothing at all of 
him. 

"Tou are not too proud to be paid to-day?" he 
said, giving her a silver franc — he would not alarm 
her with any more gold; she thanked him, and 
slipped it in her little leathern pouch, and went 00 
sorting some clove-pinks. 

"You do not seem to remember me?" be said, 
with a little sadness, 

" Oh, I remember you," said B6bee, lifting her 
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frank eyes. " But you know I epeak to bo many 
people, and they are all notliing to me." 

"Who is anything to you?" It was softly and 
insidiously spoken, but it awoke no echo. 

"Varnhart's children," she answered him, in- 
stantly. " And old Ann^mie by the wharfside — and 
Tambour — and Antoine's grave — and the starliug 
■ — and, of course, above all, the flowers." 

" And the fairies, I suppose ? — though they do 
nothing for you." 

She looked at him eagerly, — 

" They have done something to-day. I have 
found a box, and some stockings — such beautiful 
stockings ! Silk ones ! la it not very odd ?" 

" It is more odd they should have forgotten you 
BO long. May I see them?" 

" I cannot show them to you now. Those ladiea 
are going to buy. But you can see them later — if 
you wait." 

" I will wait and paint the Broodhuis." 

" So many people do that ; you are a painter 
then V 

"Yes — in a way." 

He sat down on an edge of the stall, and spread 
his things there, and sketched, whilst the traffic 
went on around them. He was very many years 
older than she; handsome, with a dark, and 
changeful, and listless face ; be wore brown velvet, 
and had a red ribbon at his throat; he looked a 
little as Egmont might have done when wooing 
Claire. 
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Bebee, as she sold the flowers and took the 
change lifty times in the hour, glanced at him 
now and then, and watclied the niovemeuts of his 
hunda — she could not have told whj. 

Always among men and women, always in the 
crowds of the streets, people were nothing to her ; 
she went through them as through a Held of stand- 
ing corn, — only in the iield she would have tarried 
for pop[>iea, and in the town she tiirried for no one. 

She dealt with rnen as with women, simply, 
truthfully, frankly, with the innocent fearlessness 
of a child. When they told her slie was pretty, 
she smiled ; it was just as they said that her flowers 
were sweet. 

But this man's hands moved so swiftly; and as 
she saw her Broodhuis growing into color and 
form beneath them slie could not clioose but look 
now and then, and twice she gave her change 
wrong. 

He spoke to her rarely, and sketched on and 
on in rapid bold strokes the quaint graces and 
massive richness of the Maison du Koi. 

There is no crowd so busy in Brabant that it 
will not find leisure to stare. The Fleming or the 
Walloon has nothing of the Frenchman's courtesy ; 
he is rough and rude; he remains a peasant even 
when town-bred, and the surly insolence of the 
"Gtueux" is in liim still. lie is kindly to his fel- 
lows, though not to beasts; he is shrewd, patient, 
thrifty, indnetrious, and good in very many ways, 
but civil never. 
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A good score of ttiem left off tlieir occupations 
and clustered round the painter, etaring, eliatteriiig, 
pushing, pointing, as though a brush Lad never 
been seen in all the land of Kubeiis. 

BSbee, ashamed of her people, got up from her 
chair and rebuked them. 

" Oh, men of JBruasels; lie then for shame!" she 
called to them as clearly aa a robin sings. "Did 
never you see a drawing before? and are there not 
saints and martyrs enough to look at in the galler- 
ies? — and have you never some better thing to do 
than to gape wide-mouthed at a stranger? What 
laziness — ah ! just worthy of a people who sleep 
and smoke while their doga work for them ! Go 
away, all of you ; look, there comes the gendarme 
— it will be the worse for you. Sir, sit under my 
stall ; they will not dare trouble you then," 

He moved under the awning, thanking her with 
a smile ; and the people, laughing, shuffled unwill- 
ingly aside and let him paint on in peace. It was 
only liltle Beb^e, but they had spoilt the child from 
her infancy, and were used to obey her. 

The painter took a long time. He set about it 
with the bold ease of one used to all the intricacies 
of form and color, and he had the skill of a master. 
But he spent more than half the time looking idly 
at the humors of the populace or watching how 
the treasures of Bebee's garden went away one by 
one in the hands of strangers. 

Meanwhile, ever and again, sitting on the etlge 
of her stall, with hia colors and brushes tossed out 
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on the Ijonrd, he talked to her, and, with the soft 
imperceptible ekill of long practice in those arts, 
he drew out the details of her little simple life, 

Ttiere were not always people to buy, and whilst 
she rested and sheltered the flo%\'er9 from the sun 
ehe answered him willingly, and in one of her 
longer rests showed him the wonderful stockings. 

"Do jou think it could be the fairies?" ehe asked 
him a little doubtfully. 

It was easy to make her believe any fantastical 
nonsenae; but her fairies were ethereal divinities. 
She could scarcely believe that they had laid that 
box on her chair. 

"Impossible to doubt it!" he replied, unhesita- 
tingly, "Given a belief iti fairies at all, why 
should there bo any limit to what they can do? 
It is the same with the saints, is it not?" 

"Xos," said Bebee, thoughtfully. 

The saints were mixed up in her imagination 
with the fairies in an intricacy that would have 
deJied the best reasonings of Father Francis. 

"Well, then, you will wear the stockings, will 
you not ? Only, believe me, your feet are far prettier 
without them," 

Bebee laughed happily, and took another peep 
in the cosy rose-satin nest. But her little face 
had a certain perplexity. Suddenly she turned on 
him. 

" Did not you put them there ?" 

"I? — never!" 

" Are you quite sure ?" 
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" Quite ; but why ask ?" 

"Because," said Bebee, sbiitting the box reso- 
lutely and pushing it a little away, " because I 
would not take it if you did. You are a stranger, 
and a present is a debt, so Antoine always said." 

" Why take a present then from the Varnhart 
children, or your old friend who gave you the 
clasps?" 

"Ah, that is very different. When people are 
very, very poor, equally poor, the one with the 
other, little presents that they save for and make 
■with such a difficulty are just things that are a 
pleasure; sacrifices; like your sitting up with a 
sick person at night, and then she sits up with yoa 
another year when you want it. Do you not 
know 1" 

"I know you talk very prettily. But why 
should you not take any one else's present, though 
he may not be poor?" 

" Because I could uot return it." 

"Could you not?" 

The smile in his eyes dazzled her a little; it was 
BO strange, and yet had so much light in it; but 
she did not understand liim one whit. 

"No; how could I?" she said, earnestly. "If 
I were to save for two years, I could not get francs 
enough to buy anything worth giving back; and 
I should be so unhappy, thinking of the debt of it 
always. Do tell me if you put those stockings 
there ?" 

"No;" he looked at her, and the trivial lie 
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faltered and died away; the ejea, clear as crystal, 
questioned him so iiinoceiitlj'. 

*' Well, if I did ?" he said, frankly, " you wished 
for them ; what harm was there ? Will you be so 
cruel as to refuse thera from me?" 

The tears sprang into Bebee's eyes. She was 
sorry to lose the beautiful box, but more sorry he 
had lied to her. 

" It was very kind and good," she said, regret- 
fully. " But I cannot think why you ehoufd have 
done it, as j'ou had never known me at all. And, 
indeed, I could not take them, because Antoine 
would not let me if he were alive; and if I gave 
you a flower every day all the year round I should 
not pay you tlie wortli of tiiem — it would be quite 
impossible; and why should you tell me falsehoods 
about such a thing? A falsehood is never a thing 
fofa man." 

She shut the box and pushed it towards him, 
and turned to the selling of her bouquets. Her 
voice shook a little as she tied up a bunch of 
mignonette and told the price of it. 

Those beautiful stockings ! why had she ever 
seen them, and why had he told her a lie ? 

It made her heart heavy. For the first time in 
her brief life the Broodhuia seemed to frown be- 
tween her and the sun. 

Undisturbed, he painted on and did not look at 
her. 

The day was nearly done. The people began to 
scatter. The shadows grew very long. He painted, 
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not glancing once elsewhere than at his study. 
Bebee's baskets were quite empty. 

She rose, and lingered, and regarded him wist- 
fully: he was angered; perhaps she had beea 
rude ? Her little heart failed her. 

If he would only look up ! — 

But he did not look up; he kept hia handsome 
dark face studiously over the eanvas of the Brood- 
huis. She would have seen a smile in his eyes if 
he had lifted them ; but he never raised his lids. 

Beb6e hesitated: take the stockings she would 
not ; but perhaps she hud refused them too roughly. 
Slie wished so that he would look up and save her 
speaking first; hut he knew what he was about 
too warily and well to help her thus. 

She waited awhile, then took one little red moss- 
rosebud that she had saved all day in a corner of 
her basket, and held it out to him frankly, shyly, 
as a peace-offering. 

" Was I rude ? I did not mean to be. But I 
cannot take the stockings; and why did you tell 
me that falsehood V 

He took the rosebud and rose too, and smiled; 
but he did not meet her eyes. 

" Let Hs forget the whole matter ; it is not worth 
a sou. If you do not take the box, leave it; it is 
of no use to me." 

"I cannot take it." 

She knew she was doing right. How was it that 
he could make her feel as though she were acting 
wrongly ? 
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"Leave it then, I say. You are not the first 
woman, my dear, who has quarreled with a wish 
fulfilled. It ie a way your sex has of rewarding 
gods and men. Here, you old witch — here ie a 
treasure-trove for you. You can sell it for ten 
francs in the town anywhere." 

As he epokc he tossed the casket and the stock- 
ings in it to an old decrepit woman, who was pass- 
ing by with a baker's cart drawn by a dog; and, 
not staying to heed her astonishment, gathered his 
colors and easel together. 

The tears swam in Bebee's eyes as she saw the 
box whirled through the air. 

She had done right — she was sure she had done 
right. 

lie was a stranger, and she could never have 
repaid him ; but he made her fee! herself wayward 
and ungrateful, and it was hard to see the beauti- 
ful fairy gift borne away forever by the chuckling, 
hobbling, greedy old baker's woman. If he had 
only taken it himself, she would have been glad 
then to have been brave and to have done her 
duty. 

But it was not in his design that she should be 
glad. 

He saw her tears, but he seemed not to see them. 

" Good-night, Bebee," he said carelessly, as he 
sauntered aside from her. " Good-night, my dear. 
To-morrow I will finish my painting; but I will 
not oflend you by any more gifts." 

Bebee lifted her drooped head, and looked him 
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in the eyes eagerly, with a certiiiii sturdy resolve 
and timid wiatfulness intermingled in her look. 

" Sir, — see, you speak to me quite wrongly," 
she said with a quick accent, that had pride as 
well as pain in it. " Say it was kind to bring me 
what I wished for — yee, it was kind, I know ; but 
you never saw me til! last night, and I cannot tell 
even your name ; and it is very wrong to lie to any 
one, even to a little thing like me ; and I am only 
Bebee, and cannot give you anything back,, because 
I have only just enough to feed myaeif and the star- 
ling, and not always that in winter. I thank you 
very much for what you wished to do ; but if I had 
taken those things, I think you would have thought 
me very mean and full of greed; and Antoine 
always said, 'Do not take what you cannot pay — 
not ever what you cannot pay — that is the way to 
walk with pure feet.' Perhaps I spoke ill, be- 
cause they spoil me, and they say I am too swift 
to say my mind. But I am not thankless — not 
thankless, indeed — it is only I could not take what 
I cannot pay. That is all. You are angry still — 
not now — no?" 

There was anxiety in the pleading. What did 
it matter to her what a stranger thought? 

And yet Bebee's heart was heavy as he laughed 
a little coldly, and bade her good-day, and left her 
alone to go out of the city homewards. A sense 
of having done wrong weighed on her; of having 
been rude and ungrateful. 

She had no heart for the children that evening. 
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M^re Krebs was sitting out before her door slielling 
peas, and called to her to come in and have a drop 
of coffee. Krebs had come in from Vilvoorde fair, 
and brought a stock of rare good berries with hira. 
But Bebee thanked her, and went on to her own 
garden to work. 

She had always liked to sit out on the quaint 
wooden stepa of the mill and under the red shadow 
of the sails, watching the swallows flutter to and 
fro in the sunset, and hearing the droll frogs croak 
in the rushes, while the old people told her tales 
of the time of how in their babyhood they had run 
out, fearful yet fascinated, to see the beautiful 
Scots Grays flash by in the murky night, and the 
endless line of guns and caissons crawl black as a 
snake through the summer dust and the trampled 
corn, going out past the woods to Waterloo. 

But to-night she had no fancy for it : she wanted 
to be alone with the flowers. 

Though, to be sure, they had been very heartless 
when Antoine's coiEn had gone past them, still 
they had sympathy; the daisies smiled at her with 
their golden eyes, and the roses dropped tears on 
her hand, just as her mood might be; the flowers 
were closer friends, afler all, than any human souls ; 
and besides, she could say so much to thera ! 

Flowers belong to fairy-land ; the flowers and the 
birds, and the butterflies, are all that the world 
has kept of its Golden Age; the only perfectly 
beautiful things on earth, joyous, innoceiit, half- 
divine, useless, say they who are wiser than God. 
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B^bee went home and worked among her flowers. 

A little laborious figure, with tier petticoats 
twisted high, and her feet wet with the night dews, 
and her back bowed to the hoeing and clipping 
and raking among the blossoming plants. 

"How late you are working to-night, Bebee!" 
one or two called out, as they passed the gate. 
She looked up and smiled; but went on working 
while the white moon rose. 

She did not know what ailed her. 

She went to bed without supper, leaving her bit 
of bread and bowl of goat's milk to make a meal 
for the fowls in the morning. 

"Little uglj', shameful, naked feet!" she said 
to them, sitting on the edge of her mattross, and 
looking at them in the moonlight. They were 
very pretty feet, and would not have been half ao 
pretty in silk hose and satin shoon ; but she did 
not know that: he had told her she wanted those 
vanities. 

She sat still a long while, her rosy feet swaying 
to and fro like two rosee that grow on one stalk 
and hang down in the wind. The little lattice 
was open ; the sweet and dusky garden was be- 
yond ; there was a hand's breadth of sky, in which 
a single star was shining ; the leaves of the vine 
hid all the rest. 

But for once she saw none of it. 

She only saw the black Broodhuis; the red and 
gold sunset overhead; the gray stones, with the 
fallen rose'-leavea and crushed fruits; and in the 
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two dark, reproachful eyes, tliat looked 
at hera. 

Had she been ungrateful ? 

The little tender, honest heart of her was 
troubled and oppressed. For once, that night she 
slept ill. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

BLL the noxt day she sat under the yellow 
iwning, but she sat alone. 
It was market-day ; there were many 
etrangers. Flowers were in demand. The copper 
pieces were ringing against one another all the 
hours through in her leathern bag. The cobbler 
was in such good humor that he forgot to quarrel 
with his wife. The fruit was in euch plenty that 
they gave her a leaf-full of white and red currants 
for her noonday dinner. And the people split 
their aides at the Cheap John's jokes; he was so 
droll. No one saw the leaks in his kettles or the 
hole in his bellows, or the leg that was lacking to 
his rail king-stool. 

Everybody was gay and merry that day. But 
B^bee's blue eyes looked wistfully over the throng, 
and did not find what they sought. Somehow 
the day seemed dull, and the square empty. 

The stones and the timbers around seemed more 
than ever full of a thousand stories that they would 
not tell her because she knew nothing, and was 
.only Bebee. 

She had never known a dull hour before. She, 
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a little bright, industrious, gay thing, whoae handa 
were always full of worlf, and whose head was 
always full of fancies, even in the grimmest winter- 
time, when she wove the lace in the gray, chilly 
work-room, with the frost on the casements, and 
the mice running out in their hunger over the bare 
brick floor. 

Tiiat bare room was a sad enough place some- 
times, when the old women would bewail how 
they starved on the pittance they gained, and the 
young women sighed for their aching heads and 
their failing eyesight, and the children dropped 
great tears on the bobbins, because they had come 
out without a crust to break their fast. 

She had been sad there often for others, but she 
had never been dull — not with this unfamiliar, 
desolate, dreary dullness, that seemed to take all 
the mirth out of the busy life around her, and all 
the color out of the blue sky above. Why, she had 
no idea herself. She wondered if she were going 
to be ill ; she had never been ill in her life, being 
strong as a little bird that has never known cage 
or captivity. 

When the day was done, Bebee gave a quick 
sigh as she looked across the square. She had so 
wanted to tell him that she was not ungrateful ; and 
she had a little moss-rose ready, with a sprig of 
sweet-brier, and a tiny spray of maiden-hair fern 
that grew under the willows, which she had kept 
covered up with a leaf of sycamore all the day 
long. 
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No one would have it now. 

The child went out of the place sadly, as the 
carillon rang. There was only the moaa-rose in 
her basket, and the red and white currants that 
had been given her for her dinner. 

She went along the twisting, ra any-colored, 
quaintly-fashioned streets, till she came to the 
water-side. 

It is very ancient there still; there are all man- 
ner of old buildings, black and brown and gray, 
peaked roofs, gabled windows, arched doors, crum- 
bling bridges, twisted galleries leaning to touch the 
dark surface of the canal, dusky wharves crowded 
with barrels, and hales, and cattle, and timber, and 
all the various freightage that the good ships come 
and go with all the year round, to and from the 
Zuyder-Zee, and the Baltic water, and the wild 
Northumbrian shores, and the iron-bound Scottish 
headlands, and the pretty gray Norman seaports, 
and the white sandy dunes of Holland, with the 
toy towns and the straight poplar-trees, 

Bebee was fond of watching the brigs and barges, 
that looked so big to' her, with their national flags 
flying, and their tall masts standing thick as grass, 
and their tawny sails flapping in the wind, and 
about them the sweet, strong smell of that strange, 
unknown thing, the sea. 

Sometimes the sailors would talkwith her; some- 
times some old salt, sitting astride of a cask, would 
tell her a mariner's tale of far-away lands and mys- 
teries of the deep; sometimes some curly-headed 
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cabin-boy would give her a shell or a pliiine of 
aea-weed, and try and make her understand what 
the wonderful wild water was like, which was not 
quiet and sluggish and dusky as this canal was, 
but was forever changing and moving, and curling 
and leaping, and making itself now blue aa her 
eyes, now blaek as that thunder-cloud, now white 
as the snow that the winter wind tossed, now peai'i- 
hued and opaline as the convolvulus that blew in 
her own garden. 

And Bcbee would listen, with the shell in her 
lap, and try to understand, and gaze at the ships 
and tlien at the sky beyond them, and try to figure 
to herself those strange countries to wiiich these 
ships were always going, and saw in fancy all the 
blossoming orchard province of green France, and 
all the fir-clothed hills and rushing rivers of the 
snow-locked Swedish shore, and saw too, doubtless, 
many lands that had no place at all except in 
dream-land, and were more beautiful even than the 
beauty of the earth, as poets' countries are, to their 
own sorrow oftentimes. 

But this dull day Bobee did not go down upon 
the wharf; she did not want the sailors' tales; she 
saw the masts and the bits of bunting that streamed 
from them, and they made her restless, whieh they 
bad never done before. 

Instead she went in at a dark old door and 
climbed up a steep staircase that weut up and up, 
as though she were mounting St. Oudule's belfry 
towers ; and at the top of it entered a little chamber 
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in the roof, where one square unglazed hole that 
eervL'tJ for iiglit looked out upon tiie canal, with all 
its crowded craft, from the dainty schooner-yacht, 
fresh as gilding and holy-stone could make her, 
that was runniug for pleasure to the Scheldt, to the 
rude, clumsy coal-barge, black as night, that bore 
the rough diamonds of .Belgium to thesuow-buried 
roofs of Ohristiania and Stromstad. 

In the little dark attic there was a very old 
woman in a red petticoat and a high cap, who sat 
against the window, and pricked out lace patterns 
with a pill, on thick paper. She was eighty-live 
years old, and could hardly keep body and soul 
together. 

Behee, running to her, kissed her. 

"Oh, mother Anncmie, look here! Beautiful 
red and white currants, and a roll ; I saved them 
for you. They are the first currants we have seen 
this year. Me ? oil, for me, I have eaten more than 
are good ! You know I pick fruit like a sparrow, 
always. Dear mother Annemie, are you better? 
Are you quite sure you are better to-day?" 

The little old withered woniau, brown as a wal- 
nut and meagre as a rush, took the currants, and 
smiled with a childish glee, and began to eat them, 
blessing the child with each crumb she broke otf 
the bread. 

" Why had you not a grandmother of your own, 
my little one?" she mumbled. "How good yoa 
would have been to her, Bebie !" 

" Yes," said inbt'i-' ^<:i iously, but her mind could 
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not grasp tlie idea. Tt was eaaier for her to believe 
the fiineifiil lilj'-p a rentage of Antoine'3 stories, 
" How much work have yoa done, Ariiioniie ? Oh, 
all that? iill tliat? But there is enough foraweek. 
You work too early aud too late, you dear Aiin6- 
mie." 

"Nay, Bebee, when one has to get one's bread 
that cannot be. But I am afraid my eyes are fail- 
ing. That rose now, is it well done?" 

" Beautifully done. Would the Baes take them 
if they were not? You know he is one that cuts 
every centime in four pieces." 

" Ah ! sharp enough, sharp cnongh— that is true. 
But I am always afraid of my eyes. I do not see 
the flags out there so well as I used to do." 

"Because the sun is so bright, Annomie; that is 
all. I myself, when I have been sitting all day in 
the Place in the light, the flowers look pale to rae. 
And yon know it is not ago with me, Annemie ?" 

The old woman and the young girl laughed to- 
gether at that droll idea. 

" You have a merry heart, dear little one," 
said old Annemie. " The saints keep it to you 
always," 

" May I tidy the room a little?" 

" To be sure, dear, and thank you too, I have 
not much time, you see; and somehow my hack 
aches badly when I stoop." 

"And it is so damp here for you, over all that 
water!" said Bebee as she swept and dusted and 
set to rights the tiny place, and put in a little 
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broken pot a few sprays of honeysuckle and rose- 
mary that she had brought with her. " It is so 
damp liere. You shoulil have come and lived in 
my hut with me, Aiinemie, and sat out under the 
vine all day, and looked after the chickens for me 
when I was in the town. They are such mis- 
chievous little souls; as soon as my back is turned 
one or other is sure to push through the roof, and 
get out among the flowerbeds. "Will you never 
change your mind, and live with me, Aiinemie? 
I am sure you would be happy, and the starling 
says your name quite phiiii, and he is such a funny 
bird to talk to ; you never would tire of him. "Will 
you never come? It is so bright there, and green 
and Bweet-smelling; and to think you never even 
have seen it! — and the swans and all, — it is a 
shame." 

"No, dear," said old Annemie, eating her last 
bunch of currants. " You have said so so often, 
and yon are good and mean it, that I know. But 
I could not leave the water. It would kil! me. 
Out of this window you know I saw my Jeannot's 
brig go away — away — away— till the masts were 
lost in the mists. Going with iron to Norway ; the 
Fleur d'Epine of this town, a good ship, and a sure, 
and her mate; and as proud us might be, aTid with 
a little blest Mary in lead round his throat. Slie 
was to be back in port in eight mouths, bringing 
timber. Eight months — that brought Easter-tiuie. 
But she never came. Never, never, never, you 
know. I sat here watching them come and go, 
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and my child sickened and died, and the summer 
passed, aiid the autumn, and all the while I looked 
— looked — looked ; for the brigs iire all much alike ; 
and only her I always saw as soon as she hove in 
sight (because he tied a hank of flax to her mizzeu 
mast) ; and when he was home safe and sound I 
spun the hank into hose for him; that was a fancy 
of his, and for eleven voyages, one on another, he 
had never missed to tie the flax nor I to spin the 
hose. But the hank of flax I never saw this time; 
nor the brave brig; nor my good man with hia 
sminy blue eyes. Only one day in winter, when 
the great blocks of ice were smashing hither and 
thither, a coaster came in and brought tidings of 
how oft" in t!ie Daniah waters they had come on a 
waterlogged brig, and liad boarded her, and had 
found her empty, and her liuU riven in two, and 
lier crew all drowned and dead beyond any manner 
of doubt. And on her stern there was her name 
painted white, the Flenr d'Epine, of Bnissels, a8 
plain as name could bo; and that was all we ever 
knew; what evil had struck her, or how they 
liad perished, nobody ever told. Only the coaster 
brought that bit of beam away, with the Fleur 
d'Epine writ clear upon it. But you see I never foiow 
my man is dead. Any day — who can say? — any 
one of tliose ships may bring him aboard of her, 
and he may leap out on tlie wharf there, and come 
running op the stnirs as he used to do, and cry, in 
his merry voice, ' Annemie, Annenne, here is more 
flax to spin, here is more hose to weave!' For 
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tliat waa always his homeward word; iio matter 
■whether he had had fair weather or foul, he alwaya 
knotted the flax to his masth-ead. So you see, 
dear, I could not leave here. For what if he cama 
and found me away ? He would say it was an odd 
fashion of mourning for him. And I could not do 
without the window, you know. I can watch all 
the brigs come in ; and I can smell the shipping 
smell that I have loved all the days of my life ; and 
I can see the lads heaving, and climbing, and furl- 
ing, and mending their bits of canvas, and hauling 
their flags up and down. And then who can say? 
— the sea never took liim, I thiidv — I think I shall 
hear his voice before I die. Por they do say that 
God is good." 

Bebee, sweeping very noiselessly, listened, and 
her eyes grew wistful and wondering. She had 
heard the story a thousand times ; always in ditfer- 
ent words, but always the same little tale, and she 
knew how old Annemie was deaf to all the bells 
that tolled the time, and blind to all the whiteness 
of her liair and all the wrinkles of her face, and 
only thought of her sea-slain lover as he had been 
in the days of her youth. 

But this afternoon the familiar history had a 
new path eticaln ess for her, and as the old sob! put 
aside with her palsied hand the sqaare of canvas that 
screened the casement, and looked out, with her 
old dim sad eyes strained in the longing that God 
never answered, Eebee felt a strange chili at her 
own heart, and wondered to herself, — 
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"What can it be to care for another creature 
like that? It must he bo terrible, and yet it must 
be beautiful too. Does every one suffer like that?" 

She did not speak at all as she iiriished eweep- 
iug the bricks, and went down-ataira for a metal 
cruche full of water, and set over a little charcoal 
on the stove the old woman's brass soup-kettle 
with her supper of stewing cabbage. 

Aniiemie did not hear or notice; she was etiil 
looking out of the hole in the wall on to the masts, 
and the saila, and the water. 

It was twilight. 

From the barges and brigs there came the smell 
of the sea. The sailors were ehouting to each 
other. The craft were crowded close, and lost iu 
the growing darkness. On the other side of the 
cana! the belfries were ringing for vespers. 

"Eleven voyages one and another, and he never 
forgot to tie the flax to the mast," Annemie mur- 
mured, with her old wrinkled face leaning out into 
the gray air, " It used to fly there, — one could see 
it coming up half a mile off, — just a pale-yellow 
flake on the wind, like a tress of my hair, he would 
say. No, no, I could not go away ; be may come 
to-night, to-morrow, any time; he is not drowned, 
not my man; he was all I had, and God is good, 
they say." 

Bebee listened and looked; then kiased the old 
shaking hand and took up the lace patterns and 
went aoftty out of the room without speaking. 

When old Annemie watched at the window it 
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was useless to seek foi- any word or sign of her; 
people said that slie had never been quite right in 
her brain since that fatal winter noon sixty years 
before, when the coaster had brought into port the 
broken beam of the good brig Fleur d'Epine. 

Beb6e did not know about that, nor heed whether 
her wits wefe right or not. 

She had known tlie old creature in the lace-roora 
■where Annemie pricked out designs, and she had 
conceived a great regard and sorrow for her; and 
when Auneinie had become too ailing and aged to 
go herself any longer to the lace-maker's place, 
Bebee had begged leave for her to have the pat- 
terns at home, and had carried them to and fro for 
her for the last three or four years, doing many 
other little useful services for the lone old soul as 
well — services which Annemie hardly perceived, 
she had grown so used to them, and her feeble 
intelligence was so sunk in the one absorbing idea 
that she must watch all the days through and all 
the years through for the coming of the dead man 
aud the lost brig. 

Bebee put the lace patterns in her basket, and 
trotted home, her sabots clattering on the stones. 

" "What is must be to care for any one like 
that!" she thought, and by some vague associa- 
tion of thought that she could not have pursued, 
she lifted the leaves and looked at the moss-rose- 
bud. 

It was c[uite dead. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

ll^i^lS she got clear of the city and out on her 
^^iJ country road, a shadow fell across her in 
(•flTiiipIl t],e evening light. 

" Have you had a good day, little one?" asked 
a voice that made her stop with a curious vague 
expectancy and pleasure. 

"It is you!" she said, with a little cry, as she 
saw her friend of the eilk stockings leaning on a 
gate midway in the green and solitary road that 
leads to Laekeu. 

"Yes, it is I," he answered, as he joined her. 
"Have you forgiven me, Bebee?" 

She looked at him with frank, appealing eyes, 
like those of a child in fault. 

" Oh, I did not sleep all night," she said, simply, 
" I thought I had been rude and ungrateful, and I 
could not be sure I had done right, though to have 
done otherwise would certainly have been wrong," 

lie iauglied. 

" Wei!, that is a clearer deduction than is to be 
drawn from moat moral uneertainties. Do not 
think twice about the matter, my dear. I have 
not, I assure you." 
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" No !" 

Slie waa a little disappointed. It eeemed such 
an immense thing to ber; and she had lain awake 
all the uight, turning it about in her little brain, 
and appealing vainly for help in it to the sixteen 
sleep-angela. 

" No, indeed. And where are you going so fast, 
as if those wooden shoes of yours were sandals of 
Mercury?" 

" Mercury — is that a shoemaker?" 

" No, my dear. He did a terrible bit of cobbling 
once, when he made Woman. But he did not 
shoe her feet with swiftness that I know of; she 
only runs away to be run after, and if you do not 
pursue her, she comes back — always." 

Bebee did not understand at all. 

" I thought God made women," she said, a little 
awe-stricken. 

"You call it God. People three thousand years 
ago called it Mercury or Hermes. Both mean 
the same thing, — mere words to designate an 
unknown quality. Where are you going? Does 
your home lie here?" 

"Yes, onward, quite far onward," said Beb6e, 
wondering that he had forgotten all she had told 
him the day before about her hut, her garden, and 
her neighbors. "You did not come and finisli your 
picture to-day : wljy was that ? I had a rosebud lor 
you, but it is dead now," 

"I went to Auvers. You looked for me a little, 
then?" 
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" Oh, all day long. Tor I waa bo afraid I had 
been ungrateful." 

" That is very pretty of you. "Women are never 
grateful, my dear, except when fhey are very ill- 
treated. Mercury, whom we were talking of, gave 
them, among other gifts, a dog's heart." 

Bebee felt bewildered; she did not reason about 
it, but the idle, shallow, cynical tone, pained her 
by its levity and its uiilikeiieBa to the sweet, still, 
gray summer evening. 

" Why are you in such a hurry?" he pursued. 
"The night is cool, and it is only seven o'clock. 
I will walk part of the way with you," 

"I am in a hurry because I have Anneraie'a 
patterus to do," said Cebee, glad that he sjioke of 
a thing that slie knew how to answer. "You see, 
Anneinie's hand shakes and her eyes are dim, and 
she pricks the pattern all awry and never perceives 
it; it would break her heart if one showed her so, 
but the Baes would not take them as they are; 
they are of no use at all, 80 I prick them out 
myself on fresh paper, and the Baea thinks it is all 
her doing, and pays her the same money, and she 
is quite content. And as I carry the patterns to 
and fro for her, because she cannot walk, it is easy 
to cheat her like that; and it is no harm to cheat 
so, you know." lie waa silent. 

"You are a good little girl, Beb^e, I can see," 
he said at last, with a graver sound in his voice. 
*'And who is this Annemie for whom you do so 
much— an old woman, I suppose?" 
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" Oh, yes, quite old ; incredibly old. Her man 
was drowned at sea sixty years ago, and she 
watches for his brig still, night and morning." 

" The dog's heart. No doubt he beat her, and 
had a wife in fifty other ports." 

" Oh, no," said Bebee, with a little cry, as 
though the word against the dead man hurt her. 
" She has (old me so much of him. He was as good 
as good couid be, and loved her so, aiid between 
the voyages they were so happy. Surely that must 
have been sixty years now, and she is so sorry 
stil!, and still will not believe that he was drowned." 

He looked down on her with a smile that had a 
certain pity in it. 

" Well, yes ; there are women like that, I believe. 
Bnt be very sure, my dear, he heat her. Of the 
two, one always holds the whip and uses it, — the 
other crouches," 

"I do not understand," said Bebee. 

"No— but you will." 

"I will? — when V 

Tie smiled again. 

"Oh — to-morrow, perhaps, or next year — or 
when Fate fancies." 

" Or rather — when I choose," he thought to him- 
self, and let his eyes rest with a certain pleasure 
on the little feet, that went beside him in the grass, 
and the pretty fair bosom that showed ever and 
again, as the frills of her linen bodice were blown 
Dack by the wind and her own quick motion. 

Bebee looked also up at him; he was very hand- 
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some, and looked so to her, after the broad blmit 
characterless faces of the Walloon pesieantry around 
her. He walked with an easy grace, he was clad 
in picture-like velvets, lie had a beaatifnl poetic 
head, and eyes like deep brown waters, and a face 
like one of Jordaens' or Rembrandt's cavaliers in 
tlm galleries where she used to steal in of a Sun- 
day, and look up at the paintings, and dream of 
what that world- could be in which those people 
had lived. 

"You are of the people of Rubes' country, are you 
not?" she asked him, 

" Of what country, my dear?" 

" Of the people that live in the gold frames," 
said Bebee, quite seriouBly. "In the galleries, yon 
know. I know a charwoman that scrubs the floors of 
the Arenberg Palace, and she lets me in sometimea 
to look; and you are just like those great gentle- 
men in the gold frames, only yon have not a hawk 
and a sword, and they always have. I used to 
wonder where they came from, for they are not 
^ like any of us one bit, and the charwoman — she ia 
Lisa Dredel, and lives in the street of the Pot 
d'Etain — always said, 'Dear heart, they all belong 
to Kubes' land — we never see their like nowa- 
days.' But you must come out of liubes' !and ; at 
least, I think so, do j-ou not?" 

lie caught her meaning ; he knew that Rubes was 
the-homely abbreviation of Rubens that all the 
Netherlanders used, and he guessed the idea that 
was reality to this little lonely fanciful mind. 
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" Perhaps I do," he answered her with a smile, 
for it was not worth liis while to disahuse her 
thoughts of any imagination llmt gloriiied liim to 
her. " Do yon not want to see Rnbes' world, little 
one? To see the gold and the gnuideiir, and the 
glitter of it all ? — never to toil or get tired ? — always 
to move in a pngeunt? — always to live like the 
}iawks in the paintinga you talk of, with silver 
hells hung round you, and a hood all sewn with 
pearls?" 

"No," said Bebee, simply. "I shonld like to 
see it— just to see it, as one looks through a grating 
into the king's grapc-housea here. But I should 
not like to live in it. I love my hut, and the star- 
ling, i\n*\ the ehiekena, and what would the garden 
do without mo? — and the children, and the old 
Anneniie? I could not anyhow, anywhere, be atiy 
happier than I am. There is only one tiling I 
wish." 

" And what is that ?" 

"To know something ; not to he so ignorant. 
Just look — I can read a little, it is true: my Hours, 
and the letters, and when Krebs brings in a news- 
paper I can read a little of it — not much. I know 
French well, because Antoine was French himself, 
and never did talk Flemish to me ; and they being 
Netherlanders, cannot, of course, read the news- 
papers at all, and sotliirik it very wonderful indeed 
in nie. But what I want is to know things, to 
know all about what was before ever I was living. 
St. Gudule now — they say it was built hu idrcds of 
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years before ; and Rubes again — tbey say be was a 
painter-king in Antwerpen before tlie otJest oldest 
woman like Annernie ever began to count time. I 
am snre books tell you all those tbiiigs, because I see 
thestudeiitacomiiigand going with them; ami when 
I saw once the millions of books in the line da 
Musee, I asked the keeper what use they .were for, 
and he said, 'To make men wise, my dear.' ]Jut 
Griugoire Bac the cobbler, who was with me, — it 
was a f@te day, — Bac, he said, 'Do not yon believe 
that, Beb^e; they only muddle folk's brains; for 
one book tells them one thing, and another book 
another, and so on, till they are dazed with all the 
coTitrary lying; and if you see a bookish man, be 
sure you see a very poor creature who could not 
hoe a patch, or kill a pig, or stitch an upper-leather, 
were it ever so.' But I do uot believe that Bac 
said right. Did he ?" 

" I am not sure. On the whole, I think it is the 
truest remark on literature I have ever heard, and 
one that shows great judgment in Bac. Well ?" 

" Well — sometimes, you know," said Bebee, 
not understanding his answer, but pursuing her 
thoughts confidentially; "sometimes I talk like 
this to the neighbors, aud they laugh at me. Be- 
cause Mere Krebs says that when one knows how 
to spin and sweep and make bread and eay one's 
prayers and milk a goat or a cow, it is ail a woman 
wants to know this side of heaven. But for me, I 
cannot help it — when I look at those windows in 
the cathedral, or at those beautiful twisted little 
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spires that arc all over our IlStel de Ville, I want 
to know who the men were that made them— what 
they did and thought — how they looked and 
spoke, — how they learned to shape stone into 
leaves and grasses like that — how they could im- 
agine ali those angel faces on the glass. When I go 
alone in the quite early morning or at night when 
it is still — sometimes in winter I have to stay till 
it is dark over the lace — I hear their feet come 
after me, and they whisper to me close, 'Look 
what beautiful things we have done, Uebee, and 
you all forget us quite. "We did what never will 
die, but our names are as dead as the stones.' 
And then I am so sorry for them and ashamed. 
And I want to know more. Can you telt me?" 

He looked at her earnestly; her eyes were 
shining, her cheeks were- warm, her little mouth 
was tremulous with eagerness, 

"I>id any one ever speak to you in that way?" 
he asked her. 

'*No,"she answered him. "It comes into my 
head of itself Sometimes I think the cathedral 
angels put it there. For the angels must be tired, 
you know; always pointing to God and always 
seeing men turn away. I used to tell Antoine 
sometimes. But he used to shake his head and 
say that it was no use thinking; most likely St. 
Gudule and St. Michael had set the church down 
in the night all ready-made, why not? God made 
the trees, and they were more wonderful, he 
thought, for his part. And so perhaps they are. 
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but that is no answer. And I do toant to know. 
I want some one who will tell me, — and if j'ou 
come out of liubes' country as I think, no cioubt 
jou know every thing, or remember it?" 

lie smiled. 

" The free pass to Rubes' country lies in books, 
pretty one. Shall I give you some? — nay, lend 
them, I mean, since giving you are too willful to 
hear of without oflense. You can read, you 
said ?" 

Bebee'a eyes glowed aa they lifted themselves 
to his. 

"I can read — not very fast, but that would 
come with doing it more and more, I think, just 
as spinning does — one knots the thread and breaks 
it a million times before one learns to spin as fine 
as cobwebs. I have read the stories of St. Anne, 
and of St. Catherine, and of St. Luven fifty times, 
but they are all the books that Pather Francis has; 
and no one else has any among us," 

"Very weli. You shall ha've books of mine. 
Easy ones first; and then those that are more 
serious. But what time will you have? You do 
so much ; you are like a little golden bee." 

Bubee laughed happily. 

"Oh! give me the books and I will find the 
time. It is light so early now. That gives one 
80 many hours. In winter one has so few one 
must lie in bed, because to buy a candle j-ou know 
one cannot atl'ord except of course, a taper now 
and then, as one's duty is, for our Lady or for 
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the dead. And will you really, realty, lend me 
books ?" 

" Really — I will. Yes. I will bring j-oii one to 
the Grande Place to-morrow, or meet you on your 
road there with it. Do you know what poetry ia, 
Bebee ?" 

"No." 

" But your flowers talk to you ?" 

"Ah ! always. But then no one eke hears them 
ever but me; and so no one else ever believes," 

"Well — poets are folka who hear the flowers talk 
as you do, and the trees, and the seas, and the 
beasts, and eveu the stones; but no one else ever 
hears these things, and so, when the poets write 
them out, the rest of the world say, ' That is very 
fine, no doubt, but only good for dreamers; it will 
bake no bread.' I will give you some poetry — for 

1 think you care more about dreams than about 
bread." 

"I do not know," said Beb6e; and she did not 
know, for her dreams, like her youth and her inno- 
cence, and her simplicity, and her strength, were 
all unconscious of themselves, as such things must 
be to be pure and true at all. 

Bebee had grown up straight, and clean, and fra- 
grant, and joyous as one of her own carnations; 
but she knew herself no more than the carnation 
knows its color and its root. 

"Ko, you do not know," said he, with a sort of 
pity; and thought within himself, was it worth 
while to let her know? 



,y Google 



TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES Q\ 

If she did not know, these vague aspirations and 
imaginations woiiIJ drop oft" from her with the 
years of her early youth, aa the lime-flowers drop 
downwards with the summer heats. S!ie would 
forget them. They would linger a little in her 
head, and, perhaps, always wake at some sunset 
hour or some angelus chime, but not to trouble her. 
Only to make her eradle-song a little sadder and 
softer than most women's was. Unfed, tliey would 
sink away and bear no blossom. 

She would grow into a simple, hardy, hard-work- 
ing, God-fearing Flemish woman like the rest. 
She would marry, no doubt, some time, and rear 
her children honestly and well; and eit in the 
market-stall every day, and spin and sew, and dig 
and wash, and sweep, and brave bad weather, and 
bo content with poor food to the end of her harm- 
less and laborious days — poor little Bebee ! 

He saw her so clearly as ehe would be — if he let 
her alone. 

A little taller, a little broader, a little browner, 
less sweet of voice, less soft of skin, leas flower-like 
in face; having learned to think only as her neigh- 
bors thought, of price of wood and cost of bread ; 
laboring cheerily but hardly from daybreak to 
nightfall to fill hungry mouths; forgetting all 
things except the little curly-heads clustered round 
her soup-pot, and the year-old lips sucking at her 



A blameless life, an eventless life, a life as clear 
la the dew-drop, and aa colorless; a life opening, 
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passing, ending iii the little green wooded lane, by 
tlie bit of water where tlie awana niiide their nests 
under t!ie willows; a life like tlie life of millions, 
a little purer, a little brighter, a little more tender, 
perhaps, than those lives usually are, but otherwise 
as like them as one ear of barley is like another aa 
it rises from the eoi!, and blows in the wind, and 
turns brown in the strong suniroer sun, and then 
goes down to the sod again under the sickle. 

lie saw her just as she would be — if he let her 
alone. 
But should he leave her alone ? 
lie cared nothing; only her eyes had such a 
pretty, frank, innocent look like a bird's in them, 
and she had been so brave and bold with him 
about those silken stockings; and this little igno- 
rant, dreamful inind of hers was so like a blush 
rosebud, which looks so close-shut, and so sweet- 
smelling, and so tempting fold within fold, that a 
child will pull it open, forgetful that he will epoil 
it forever from being a full-grown rose, and that 
he will let the dust, and the sun, and the bee into 
its tender bosom — and men are true children, and 
women are their rosebuds. 

Thinking only of keeping well with this strange 
and beautiful wayfarer from that unknown paradise 
of Eubea' country, Bebee lifted up the vine-leaves 
of her basket. 

"I took a flower for you to-day, but it is dead. 
Look — to-morrow, if you will be there, you shall 
have the best in all the garden." 
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" You wish to see me again then ?" he asked her. 
Bebee looked at him with troubled eyes, but with 
a sweet frank faith that had no hesitation in it, 

"Yes! you are not like anything I ever knew, 
and if you will only help me to learn a little. Some- 
times I think I ara not stupid, only ignorant — but 
I cannot be sure unless I try." 

He smiled ; he was listlessly amused ; the day be- 
fore he had tempted the child merely because she 
was pretty, and to tempt her in that way seemed 
the natural course of things, but now there was 
something in her that touched him differently; the 
end would be the same, but he would change the 
means. 

The sun had set. There was a low, dull red giow 
still on the far edge of the plains — that was ail. In 
the distant cottages little lights were twinkling. 
The path grew dark. 

" I will go away and let her alone," he thought. 
"Poor little soul! it would give itselTlavishly, it 
would never be bought. I will let it alone; the 
mind will go to sleep and the body will keep 
healthy and strong and pure, as people call it. It 
would be a pity to play with both a day, and then 
throw them away as the boy threw the pear-blossom. 
She is a little clod of earth that has field-llowcra 
growing in it, I will let her alone, the flowecs 
under the plow in due course will die, and she 
will be conteut among the other clods, — if I let 
her alone." 
At that moment there went across the dark fields. 
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against the dusky red akj^ayoiing man with a pile 
of brushwood on his back, and a hatchet in his 
Land. 

" You are late, Btibee," he called to her in Flem- 
ish, and scowled at the stranger by her side. 

*' A good-iookiiig lad — who is it ?" said her com- 
panion. 

" That ia Jeannot, the son of old Sophie," she 
answered him, " lie ia so good — oh, so good, you 
cannot think; he keeps his mother and three little 
Bisters, and works so very, very hard in the forest, 
and yet he often finds time to dig my garden for 
me, and he chops all my wood in winter," 

They had come to where the road goes up by 
the king's summer-pa! ace. They were under great 
hanging beeches and limes. There was a high 
gray wall, and over it the blossoming fruit-bongha 
hung. In a ditch full of long grass little kida 
bleated by their mothers. Away on the ]ei^ went 
the green fields of colza, and beetroot, and trefoil, 
with big forest-trees here and there in their midst, 
and, against the blue low line of the far horizon, 
red mill-aails, and gray church spires; dreamy 
plaintive bells far away somewhere were ringing 
the sad, Flemish carillon. 

He paused and looked at her. 

"I must bid you good-uight, Bebee — you are 
near your home now." 

She paused too and looked at him, 

"But I shall see you to-morrow?" 

There was the wistful, eager, anxious uneoa- 
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Bcioiianess of appeal as when the night before she 
had asked tiim if he were angry. 

lie lieaitated a moment. If he said no, and 
went away out of tlie city wherever his listless and 
changeful wliim called him, he knew how it would 
be with her; he knew what her life would be as 
surely aa he knew tbe peach wonid comeout of 
the poiicb-flower rosy on the wall there : life in the 
little but; among the neighhors ; sleepy and safe 
and soulless ; — if he let her alone. 

If he stayed and saw her on the morrow he knew, ■ 
too, the end as surely as he knew that the bcanch 
of white pear-hlossom which in carelessness he had 
knocked down with a stone on the grass yonder, 
would fade in the night and won!d never bring 
forth its sweet, simple I'rnit in the sunshine. 

To leave the peach-flower to come to maturity 
and be plucked by a pcasi\nt — or to pull down the 
pear-blossom and rifle the buds? 

Carelessly and languidly he balanced tbe qiiea- 
tioii with himself, whilst Bebee, Ibrgetful of the 
lace patterns and the flight of the hours, stood 
looking at him with anxious and pleading eyes, 
Uiinking only — was he angry again, or would he 
really bring her the books and make her wise, and 
let her know the stories of the past ? 

" Shall I see you to-morrow ?" she said wist- 
folly. 

Should she ? — if he left the peach-blossom safe 
on the wall, Jeunnot the woodcutter would come 
hj-and-by and gather the fruit. 



,y Google 



96 TWO LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. 

If he left the clod of earth in its pasture with all 
its daisies untouehed, this black-browed joun^ 
peasant would cut it round with his liatchet and 
carry it to his wicker cage, tiiat the homely brown 
larlc of his love might sing to it some stupid wood 
note under a cottage eave. 

The sight of the strong young forester going 
over the darkened fields against the dull red skies 
was as a feather that suffices to sway to one side a 
balance that bangs on a hair. 

He had been inclined to leave her alone when 
he saw in his fancy the clean, simple, mindless, 
honest life that her fanciful girlhood would settle 
down into as time should go on. But when in the 
fignre of the woodman there was painted visibly 
on the dusky sky that end for her which he had 
foreseen, he was not indifferent to it; he resented 
it; he was stirred to a vague desire to render it 
impossible. 

If Jeannot had not gone by across the fields he 
would have left her and let her alone from that 
night thenceforwards; as it was, — 

" Good-night, Bebee," he said to her. " To- 
morrow I will finish the Broodhuis and bring you 
your first book. Do not dream too much, or you 
will prick your lace patterns all awry. Good-night, 
pretty one." 

Then he turned and went back through tho 
green dim lanes to the city. 

Bebee stood a moment looking after him, with 
a happy smile; then she picked up the fallen 
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peach-bough, and ran home as fast as her feet 
would take her. 

That night she worked very late watering her 
flowers, and trimming them, and then ironing out 
a little clean white cap for the morrow; and then 
sitting down under the open lattice to prick out all 
old Annemie's designs by the strong light of the 
full moon that flooded her hut with ita radiance. 

But she sang all the time she worked, and the 
gay, pretty, wordless songs floated across the 
water and across the fields, and woke some old 
people in their beds as they lay with their win- 
dows open, and they turned aud crossed them- 
selves, and said, " Dear heart ! — this is the Eve of 
the Ascension, and the angels are so near we hear 
them." 

But it was no angel; only the thing that is nearer 
heaven than anything else — a little human heart 
that is happy and innocent. 

Bebee had only one sorrow that night. The 
peach-blossoms were all dead — and no care could 
call them back even for an hour's blooming, 

" He did not think when he'struck them down," 
she said to herself, regretfully. 
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"I^^^AN I do any work for yon, Bebee?" eaid 

P^ya black Jeannot in the daybreak, pushing 

i"S '^ her gate open timidly with one hand, 

" There is none to do, Jeannot. They want so 

httle in this time of the year — the flowers," said 

she, lifting her head from the eweet-peas she was 

tying up to their sticks. 

The woodman did not answer; he leaned over 
the half-open wicket, and swayed it backwards 
and forwards under his bare arm. He was a good, 
harmless, gentle fellow, swarthy as charcoal and 
simple as a child, and quite ignorant ; having spent 
all his days in the great Soigniee forests making 
fagots when he was a little lad, and hewing down 
trees or burning charcoal as he grew to manhood, 
"Who was that seigneur with you, last night, 
Bebee?" he asked, after a long silence, watching 
her as she moved. 

Bebee's eyes grew very soft, but they looked up 
frankly. 

" I am not sure — I think he is a painter — a great 
painter-prince, I mean — as Kubes was in Ant- 



,y Google 



TWO LITTLE WOODEN SffOES. QQ 

werpen ; he wanted rosea the night before last in 
the cathedral." 

"But he was walking with jou ?" 

" He was in the lane as I came home last night 
—yes." 

" What does he give you for your rosea V 

" Oh — he pays me well. How is your mother 
this day, Jeannot ?" 

"Ton do not like to talk of him?" 

" Why should you want to talk of him ? — he ia 
nothing to you." 

"Did you really see him only two days ago, 
Bebee ?" 

"Oh, Jeannot! — did I ever tell a falsehood? — 
you would not say that to one of your little sisters." 

The forester swayed the gate to and fro drearily 
under his folded arms. 

B6b4e, not regarding him, cut her flowers, and 
filled her baskets, and did her other work, and set 
a ladder against the hut and climbed on its low 
roof to seek for eggs, the hens having green tastes 
sometimes for the rushes and lichens of its thatch. 
She found two eggs, which she promised herself 
to take to Annemie, and looking round as she sat 
on the edge of the roof, with one foot on the high- 
est rung of the ladder, saw that Jeannot was still 
at the gate. 

"You will be lata in the forest, Jeannot," she 
cried to him. "It is such a long, long way in and 
out. Why do you look so suiky? and you are 
kicking the wicket to pieces." 
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"I do not like you to talk with strangers," said 
Jeannot, sullenly and sadly. 

Bebee laughed aa she sat on the edge of the 
thateh, and looked at the shining gray skiea of the 
early day, and the dew-wet garden, and the green 
fields beyond, with happy eyes that made the 
familiar scene trarsSgured to her. 

"Oh, Jeannot, what nonsense! As if I do not 
talk to a million strangers every summer ! as if I 
could ever sell a flower if I did not ! You are 
cross this morning — that is what it is." 

" Do you know the man's name V said Jeannot, 
suddenly. 

Bebee felt her cheeks grow warm as with some 
noonday heat of sunshine. She thought it was 
with anger against blundering Jeannot's curiosity. 

"No! and what would his name be to us, if I 
did know it? I cannot ask people's names because 
they buy my roses." 

"As if it were only roses ! " 

There was the length of the garden between 
them, and Beb^e did not hear as she sat on the 
edge of her roof with that light dreamful enjoy- 
ment of air and sky and coolness, and all the 
beauty of the dawning day, which the sweet vague 
sense of a personal happiness will bring with it to 
the dullest and the coldest. 

" You are cross, Jeannot, that is what it is," she 
said, after awhile. "You should not be cross; 
you are too big and strong and good. Go in and 
get my bowl of bread and milk for me, and hand 
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it to me up here. It is so pleasant. It is as nice 
as being perched on an app!e-tree." 

Jeannot went in obediently and handed up her 
breakfast to her, looking at her with shy, worship- 
ing eyes. But his face was overcast, and he sighed 
heavily as he took up his hatchet and turned away ; 
for he was the sole support of his mother and 
sisters, and if he did not do his work in Soignies 
they would starve at home. 

"You will be seeing that stranger again?" he 
asked her. 

"Yes!" she answered, with a glad triumph in 
her eyes; not thinking at all of him as she spoke. 
" You ought to go, Jean not, now ; you are so late. 
I will come and see your mother to-morrow. And 
do not be cross, you dear big Jeannot. Days are 
too short to snip them up into little bits by bad 
temper ; it is only a stupid sheep-shearer that spoils 
the fieece by snapping at it sharp and hard — that 
is what Father Francis says." 

Bijbee having delivered her little piece of wis- 
dom, broke ber bread into her milk and ate it, lift^ 
ing her face to the fresh wind and tossing erumhs 
to the wheeling swallows, and watching the rose- 
bushes nod and toss below in the breeze, and think- 
ing vaguely bow happy a thing it was to live. 

Jeannot looked up at her, then went on his slow 
sad way tlirough the wot lavender-shrabs and the 
opening buds of the lilies. 

" You will only tbink of that stranger, Bebee, 
never of any of ua — never again," he said; and 
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wearily opened the little gate and went through it, 
and down the daybreak stillness of the lane. It 
was a foolish thing to eay; but when were lovers 
ever wise? 

Bebee did not heed ; she did not understand her- 
self or hira; she only knew that she was happy; 
when one knows that, one does not want to seek 
much further. 

She sat on the thatch and took her bread and 
milk in the gray clear air,with the swallows circling 
above her head, and one or two of them even rest- 
ing a second on the edge of the bowl to peck at the 
food from the big wooden spoon; they had known 
her all the sixteen summers of her life, and were 
her playfellows, only they would never tell her any- 
thing of what they saw in winter over the seas. 
That was her only quarrel with them. Swallows 
do not tell their secrets. They have the weird of 
Procne on them all. 

The sun came and touched the lichens of the 
roof into gold. 

Bebee smiled at it gayly as it rose above the tops 
of the trees, and shone on all the little villages 
scattered over the plains. 

" Ab, dear Sun !" she cried to it. " I am going 
to be wise. I am going into great Rubes' country, 
I am going to hear of the Past and the Future, I 
am going to listen to what the Poets say. The 
swallows never would teil me anything; but now 
I shall know as much as they know. Are you not 
glad for me, O Sun ?" 
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The Sun came over tlie trees, and heard and said 
nothing. If he had answered at all be muat have 
said, — 

"The only time when a human soul is either 
wise or happy, is in that one single moraentwhen the 
hour of my own shining or of the moon's beaming 
seema to that single soul to be past and present 
and future, to be at once the creation and the end 
of all things. Fauat knew that; so will you." 

But tlie Sun shone on and held his peace. lie 
sees all things ripen and fail. He can wait. lie 
knows the end. It is always the same. 

lie brings the fruit out of the peach-flower, and 
rounds it and touches it into ruddiest rose and soft- 
est gold; but the sun knows well that the peach 
must drop — whether into the basket to be eaten by 
kings, or on to the turf to be eaten by ants. What 
matter which very much after all? 

The Sun is not a cynic; he is only wise because 
he is Life and he is Death, the creator and the 
corrupter of all things. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

|UT Bebee, who only aaw in the sun the 
;n of daily work, the brightness of the 
I face of the world, the friend of the flowers, 
the harvest-man of the poor, the playmate of the 
birds and butterflies, the kindly light that the 
waking birds and the ringing carillon welcomed — 
Bebee, who was not at all afraid of him, smiled at 
his rays and saw in them only fairest promise of a 
cloudiesa midsummer day as she gave her last 
crumb to the swallows, dropped down off the 
thatch, and busied herself in making bread that 
Mfere Krebs would bake for her, until it was time 
to cut her flowers and go down into the town. 

When her loaves were made and she had run 
over with them to the mill-house and back again, 
she attired herself with more heed than usual, 
and ran to look at her own face in the mirror of 
the deep well-water — otlier glass she had none. 

She was used to hear herself called pretty; but 
she had never thought about it at aU till now. 
The people loved her; she had always believed 
that they had only said it as a sort of kindness, as 
they said, "God keep you." But now — 
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" He toJd me I waa like a flower," slie thought 
to herself, and hutig over the well to see. .She 
did not know very well what he had meant; but 
the sentence stirred in her heart as a little bird 
under tremulous leaves. 

She waited ten minntee full, leaning and look- 
ing down, while ber eyes, that were like the blue 
iris, smiled back to her from the brown depths 
below. Then she went and kneeled down before 
the old shrine iii the wall of the garden. 

"Dear and holy Mother of Jesus, I do thank 
you that yon made me a little good to look at," 
she said, softly. "Keep me us you keep the 
flowers, and let my face be always fair, because 
it is a pleasure to be a pleasure. Ah, dear Mother, 
I say it so badly, and it sounds so vain, I know. 
But I do not think you will be angry, will you? 
And I am going to try to be wise." 

Then she murmured an ave or two, to be in 
form as it were, and then rose and ran along the 
lanes with her baskets, and brushed the dew lightly 
over her bare feet, and sang a little Flemish song 
for very joyousness, as the birds sing in the apple- 
bough. 

She got the money for Aanemie and took it to 
her with fresh patterns to prick, and the new-laid 
eggs. 

" I wonder what he meant by a dog's heart?" 
she thought to herself, as she left the old woman 
sitting by the hole in the, roof pricking out the 
parchment in all faith that she earned her money, 
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and looking every now and then through the 
forests of masts for the brig with the hank of flax 
flying, — the brig that had foundered fifty long years 
before in the northern seas, and in the days of her 
youth. 

" "What ia the dog's heart 1" thought Beheo ; 
she had seen a dog she knew — a dog who all his 
life long had dragged heavy loads under brutal 
stripes along the streets of Brussels — stretch him- 
self on the grave of his taskmaster and refuse to 
eat, and persist in lying there until he died, though 
he had no memory except of stripes, and no tie to 
the dead except pain and sorrow. "Was it a heart 
like this that he meant? 

"Was her sailor, indeed, so good to her?" she 
asked an old gossip of Annemie's, as she went down 
the stairs. 

The old soul stopped to think with difficulty of 
eueh a far-off^ time, and resting her brass flagon of 
milk on the steep step. 

" Eb, no; not that I ever saw," she answered at 
length. " He was fond of her — very fond ; but he 
was a willful one, and he beat her sometimes when 
he got tired of being on land. But women must 
not mind that, you know, my dear, if only a man's 
heart is right. Things fret them, and then they be- 
labor what they love best ; it is a way they have. 

"But she speaks of him as of an angel nearly!" 
said Beb^e, bewildered. 

The old woman took up her flagon, with a smile 
flitting across her wintry face. 
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" Ay, dear; when the frost kills j'our brave rose- 
bush, root and bud, do jou think of the thorns 
that pricked you, or only of the fair, sweet-smell- 
ing things that flowered all your summer?" 

B^b^e went away thoughtfully out of the old 
crazy water-washed house by the quay ; life 
eeemed gi-owing very strange and intricate and 
knotted about her, like the threads of lace that a 
bad fairy has entangled in the night. 
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CHAPTER X. 

[ju»j|j»'j|ER stranger from Eubea' land was a great 
H^W ""^"^ ^^ * certain world. He liad beuome 
|taHci?K| great when young, wiiieh is perhaps a mis- 
fortune. It indisposes men to be great at their 
maturity. lie was famous at twenty, by a picture 
hectic in color, perfect in drawing, that made 
Paris at his feet. He became more famous by 
verses, by plays, by political foliiea, and by social 
successes. He was faithful, however, to his first 
love in art He waa a great painter, and year by 
year proved afresh the cunning of his hand. 
Purists said hia pictures had no soul in them. 
It was not wonderful if they had none. lie 
always painted soulless vice; indeed, he saw very 
little else. 

One year he had some political trouble. He 
wrote a witty pamphlet that hurt where it was 
perilous to aim. lie laughed and crossed the bor- 
der, riding into the green Ardennes one sunny 
evening. He had a name of some power and 
sufficient wealth ; he did not fear long exile. 
Meanwhile be told himself he would go and look 
at Scheft'er's Gretchen. 
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The King of Thule is better; but people talk 
most of the Gretcben. He had never seen either. 

He went in leisurely, traveling up the bright 
MenseUiver, and across themonotoiiy of the plains, 
tbeii greeit with wheat a foot high, and musical 
with the many bells of the Easter kermesses in 
the quaint old-world vilJagea. 

There was something so nove!,so8leepy, so harm- 
less, so nie(iifeval,in the Flemish life, that it soothed 
him. lie bad been swimming all his life in salt sea- 
fed rapids; this shiggish, dull canal-water, mirror- 
ing between its rushes a life that had scarcely 
changed for eentnries, bad a charm for him. 

He stayed awhile in Antwerpen. The town is 
ugly and beautiful ; it is like a dull quaint gres de 
Flandre jug, that has precious stones set inside ita 
rim. It is a burgher ledger of bales and barrels, 
of sale and barter, of loss and gain; but in the 
heart of it there are illuminated leaves of missal 
vellum, all gold and color, and monkish story and 
heroic bailad, that could only have been executed 
in the days when Art was a religion. 

He gazed himself into an homage of liubens, 
whom before be bad slighted, never having known 
(for, unless you have seen Antwerp, it ia aa absurd 
to say tiiat you have seen Kubens, as it is to think 
that you have seen Murillo out of Seville, or Kaf- 
faelle out of Rome); and he studied the Gretcben 
carefully, delicately, sympathetically, for be loved 
Sijheffer; but though he tried, be failed to care 
for her. 
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"S!ie is oTily a peasant; ahe is not a poem," he 
aaid to liiinself; "I will paint a Gretchen for the 
Salon of next year." 

But it was bard for him to portray a Gretehen. 
All his pictures were Phryne — Phryne in triumph, 
in ruin, in a palace, in a, poor-house, on a bed of 
roses, on a hospital mattress ; Phryne laughing with 
a belt of jewels about her supple waist; Phryne 
lying with the stones of the dead-house under her 
naked limbs— but always Phryne. Phryne, who 
living had death in her smile ; Phryne, who lifeless 
had blank despair on her face; Phryne, a thing 
that lived furiously every second of her days, but 
Phryne a thing that once being dead was carrion 
that never could live again. 

Phryne has many painters in this school, as many 
as Catherine and Cecilia had in the schools of the 
lienaiasanee, and he was chief amidst them. 

How could he paint Gretchen if the pure Scheffer 
missed ? Not even if, like the artist monks of old, 
be steeped his brushes ail Lent through in holy 
water. 

And in holy water he did not believe. 

One evening, having left Antwerpen ringing its 
innumerable bells over the grave of its dead Art, 
he leaned out of the casement of an absent friend's 
old palace in the Brabant street that is named after 
Mary of Burgundj'j an old casement crusted with 
quaint carvings, and gilded round in Spanish fash- 
ion, with many gargoyles and griffins, and illegible 
scutcheons. 
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Leaning there, wondering with himself whether 
he would wait awhile ami paint quietly in this dim 
street, haunted with the sliadcB of Meraliug and 
Maes, and Otto Veneris and Philip de Champagne, 
or whether he would go into the East and seek new 
types, and He under the red Egyptian heavens and 
create a true Cleopatra, which no man has ever done 
yet — a young Cleopatra, ankle-deep in rosea and 
fresh from Osesar's kisses — leaning there, he saw a 
little peasant go by below, with two little white 
feet in two wooden shoes, and a face that bad the 
pure and simple radiance of a flower, 

" There is my Gretehen," he thought to himself, 
and went down and followed her into the cathe- 
dral. If he could get what was in her face, he 
would get what Schefi'er could not. 

A little later, walking by her in the green lanes, 
he meditated, "It is the face of Gretchen, but not 
the soul — the Red Mouse has never passed this 
child's lips. Nevertheless " 

"nevertheless " he said to himself, and 

smiled. 

For he, the painter all his life long of Phryne 
living and of Phryne dead, believed that every 
daughter of Eve either vomits the lied Mouse or 
swallows it. 

It makes so little difference which, — either way 
the Red Mouse has been there. 

And yet, strolling there in the dusky red of the 
evening towards this little rush-eovored hut, he for- 
got the Red Mouse, and began vague'y lo see that 
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there are creatures of his mother's eex from whom 

the beast of the Brocken slinks away. 

But he etill said to himself, "Nevertheless." 
"Nevertheless," — for he knew well that when 
the steel cuts the silk, when the hound hunts the 
fawn, when the snake wooes the bird, when the king 
covets the vineyard, there is only one end possible 
at any time. It is the strong against the weak, the 
fierce against the feeble, the subtle against the 
simple, the master against the slave; there is no 
equality in the contest and no justice — it is merely 
inevitable, and the issue of it is written. 
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|B®S|TIE next day she had her promised book 
■H WW ^'i*''^^" iiu<.ier the vine-leaves of her empty 
"™^^ basket as slie went homeward, and though 
she had not seen him very long or spoken to him 
very much, she was happy. 

The golden gates of knowledge had just opened 
to her ; she saw a faint, far-otf glimpse of the Iles- 
peridea gardens within; of the dragon she had 
never heard, and had no fear. 

" Might I know your name ?" she had asked him 
wistfully, as she had given him the rosebud, and 
taken the volume in return that day. 

" They call me Plamen." 

"It is your name?" 

" Yes, for the world. You must call me Victor, 
as other women do. Why do you want my name?" 

" Jeannot asked it of me." 

" Oh, Jeaniiot asked it, did he ?" 

" Yes; besides," said Beb^e, with her eyes very 
soft and very serious, and her happy voice hushed, 
"besides, I want to pray for you of course, every 
day; and if I do not know your name, how can I 
make Our Lady rightly understand ? The flowers 
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know 3'ou without a name, but she might not, be- 
cause so very many are always beseeching her, and 
you see she has all the worM to look after." 

lie had looked at her with a curious look, and 
had bade her farewell, and let her go home alone 
that night. 

Her work was quickly done, and by the light of 
the moon she spread her book on her lap in the 
porch of the hut and began her new delight. 

The children had come and pulled at her skirts 
and begged her to play. But Beb^e had shaken 
her head. 

" I am going to learn to be very wise, dear," she 
told them ; " I shall not have time to dance or to 
play." 

" But people are not merry when they are wise, 
Bebee," said Franz, the biggest boy, 

" Perhaps not," said B^bee; "but one cannot be 
everything, you know, Franz." 

"But surely, you would rather be merry than 
anything else?" 

" I think there is something better, Franz. I ara 
not sure; I want to find out; I will tell you when 
I know." 

" Who has put that into your head, Bebee ?" 

"The angels in the cathedral," she told them; 
and the children were awed and left her, and went 
, away to play blind-man's-butf by themselves, on the 
grass by the swan's water. 

"But for all that the angels have said it," said 
Franz to his sisters, " I cannot see what good it will 
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be to her to be wise, if she will not care any longer 
afterwards for almond ginger-bread, and cnrrant- 
cake." 

It was the little tale of " Paul and Virginia" that 
he had given her to begin her studies with ; but it 
was a grand copy, fuil of beautiful drawings nearly 
at every page. 

It was hard work for her to read at first, but the 
drawings enticed and helped her, and she soon sank 
breathlessly into the charm of the story. Many 
words she did not know; many passages were 
beyond ber comprehension ; she was absolutely 
ignorant, and had nothing but the force of her own 
fancy to aid her. 

But though stumbling at every step, as a lame 
child through a flowery hillside in summer, she was 
happy as Ihe child would be, because of the sweet, 
strange air that was blowing about her, and the 
blossoms that she could gather into her hand, so 
rare, so wonderful, and yet withal bo familiar, be- 
cause they were blossoms. 

With her fingers buried in her curls, with her 
book on her knee, with the moonrays white and 
strong on the page, Bebee sat entranced as the 
hours went by; the children's play shouts died 
away ; the babble of the gossip at the house doors 
ceased; people went by and called good-night to 
her; the little huts shut up one by one, like the 
white and purple convolvulus cups in the hedges, 

Bebee did not stir, nor did she hear them ; she 
was deaf even to the singing of the nightingales in 
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the willows, where she sat in her little dark porch, 
with the ivy dropping from the thatch above, and 
the wet garde!i-waj3 beyond her. 

A heavy step came tramping down the lane. A 
voice called to her, — 

" What are you doing, Bebee, there this time of 
the night ? It is on the strike of twelve." 

She started as if she were doing some evil thing, 
and stretched her arms out, and looked around with 
blinded, wondering eyes, as if she had been rudely 
wakened from her sleep. 

" What are you doing up so late?" asked Jean- 
not; he was coming from the forest in the dead of 
night to bring food for his family; he lost his sleep 
thus often, but he never thought that he did any- 
thing except his duty in those long, dark, tiring 
tramps to and fro between Soignies and Laekeu. 

Bebee shut her book and smiled with dreaming 
eyes, that saw him not at all, 

"I was reading and, Jeannot, his name ia 

Flamen for the world — but I may call him Victor." 

" What do I care for his name ?" 

"Tou asked it this morning." 

"More fool I, Why do you read? Reading ia 
not for poor folk like you and me." 

Bebee smiled up at the white clear moon that 
sailed above the woods. 

She was not awake out of her dream. She only 
dimly heard the words he spoke. 

*' You are a little peasant," said Jeannot roughly, 
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as he paused at the gate. " It is all you can do to 
get your hread. Tou have no one to stand between 
you and hunger. How will it be with you when 
the slug gets your roses, and the snail your carna- 
tions, and your hens die of damp, and your lace is 
all wove awry, because your bead runs on reading 
and folly, and you are spoilt for all eimple pleas- 
ures and for all honest work?" 

She smiled, stilt looking up at the moon, with 
the dropping ivy touching her hair. 

" You are cross, dear Jeannot, Good-night." 

A moment afterwards the little rickety door was 
ehut, and the rusty boit drawn within it; Jeannot 
stood in the cool summer night all alone, and knew 
how stupid he had been in his wrath. 

He leaned on the gate a minute; then crossed 
the garden as softly as his wooden shoes would let 
him. He tapped gently on the shutter of the lattice. 

"Bebee — Eebeo — just listen. I spoke roughly, 
dear — I know I have no right. I am sorry. Will 
you be friends with me again? — do be friends 
again." 

She opened, the shutter a little way, so that he 
could see her pretty month speaking. 

" Oh, Jeannot, what does it matter ? Yes, we are 
friends — we will always be ('rieiids, of course — only 
you do not know. Good-night." 

He went away witb a heavy heart and a long- 
drawn step. He would have preferred that she 
should have been angry with him. 

Bebee, left alon«, let the clothes drop off her 
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pretty round shouldere and her rosy limbs, and 
shook out her coils of hair, and kisaed the book, 
and laid it under her head, and went to sleep with 
a smile on her face. 

Only, aB she slept, her fingers moved as if she 
were counting her beads, and her lips murraiired. 

" Oh, dear Holy Mother, you have so much to 
think of — ^j-es, I know — ail the poor, and all the 
little children. But take care of Mm; he is called 
Piamen, and he lives in the street of Mary of 
Burgundy; you cannot miss him; and if you will 
look for him always, and have a heed that the 
angela never leave him, I will give you ray great 
cactus flower — my only one — on your Feast of 
Roses this very year. Oh, dear Mother, you will 
not forget!" 
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CIIArTER XII. 



|EBEE was a dreamer in her way, and 
lired to be a scholar too. But all the 
] same, ehe was not a little fool. 

She had been reared in hardy, simple, honest 
ways of living, and would have thought it as 
shameful as a theft to have owed her bread to 
other folk. 

So, though she had a wakeful, restless night, 
full of Btrange phaiitaaiea, none the less was she 
out in her garden by daybreak; none the lesa did 
she sweep out her floor and make her mash for the 
fowls, and wash out her bit of linen and hang it 
to dry on a line among the tall, flaunting holly- 
hocks that were eo proud of themselves because 
they reached to the roof. 

"What do you want with books, Bebee?" said 
Eeine, the sabot-maker's wife, across the privet 
hedge, as she also hung out her linen. "Franz 
told mo yon were reading last night. It is the 
silver buekles have done that: one mischief always 
begets another." 

"Where is the mischief, good Eeine?" said 
Bebee, who was always prettily behaved with her 
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elders, though, when pushed to it, she could hold 
her owu, 

" The mischief will be in discontent," said the 
sabot-naaker'e wife. " People live on their own 
little patch, and think it is the world; that is as it 
should be — everybody within his own, like a nut 
in its shell. But when you get reading, you hear 
of a swarm of things you never saw, and you fret 
because you cannot see them, imd you dream, 
and dream, and a hole is burnt in yciur soup-pot, 
and your dough is as heavy as lead. You are like 
bees that leave their own clover-fields to buzz 
themselves dead against the glass of a hot- 
house." 

BSbee smiled, reaching to spread out her linen. 
But she said nothing. 

" What good is it talking to them ?" she thought; 
"they do not know." 

Already the neighbors and friends of her infancy 
seemed so far, far away; creatures of a distant 
world, that she had long left; it was no use talk- 
ing, they never would understand. 

"Antoine should never have taught you your 
letters," said Reine, groaning under the great blue 
shirts she was hanging on high among the leaves. 
*' I told him BO at the time. I said, ' The child is 
a good child, and spina, and sews, and sweeps, rare 
and tine for her age — why go and spoil her?' But 
he was always headstrong. Not a child of mine 
knows a letter, — the saints be praised ! nor a word 
of any tongue but our own good Flemish. You 
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should have been brought up the same. Tou 
wouUl have come to no trouble theo," 

"I am in no trouble, dear Reine," said B^bee, 
Bcattering the potato-peels to the clacking poultry, 
and she smiled into the faces of the golden oxlips 
that nodded to her back again in sunshiny sym- 
pathy. 

"Not yet," said Eeinfe, hanging her last shirt. 

But Bebee was not hearing; she was calling the 
chickens, and telling the oxlips how pretty they 
looked in the borders; and in her heart she was 
counting the minutes till the old Dutch cuckoo- 
clock at Mire Krebs's — the only clock in the lane — 
should crow out the hour at which she went down 
to the city. 

She loved the hut, the birds, the flowers; but 
they were little to her now compared with the dark 
golden picturesque square, the changing crowds, 
the frowning roofs, the gray stones, and the delight 
of watching through the shifting colors and shadows 
of the throngs for one face and for one smile. 

" He is sure to be there," she thought, and started 
half an hour earlier than was her wont. She 
wanted to tell him all her rapture in the book — no 
one else could understand. 

But all the day through he never eame. 

Bebee sat with a sick heart and a parched little 
throat, selling her flowers and straining her eyes 
through the tumult of the square. 

The whole day went by, and there was no sign 
of him. 
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The flnwera liad sold well: it was a feast-daj; 
her pouch was full of pence — what was that to her? 

She went and prayed in the cathedral, but it 
eeemed cold, and desolate, and empty; even the 
storied windows seemed dark, 

" Perhnps he is gone out of the city," she thought ; 
and a terror fell on her lliat frightened her, it waa 
BO unlike any fear that she' had ever kiiown — even 
the fear when she had seen death ou old Antoine's 
face had been nothing like this. 

Going home tlirougli the streets, she passed the 
cafe of the Trois Frferes that looks out on the tree** 
of the park, and that has flowers in its balconies, 
and pleasant windows that stand open to let the 
sounds of the soldiers' music enter. Khe saw him 
in one of llie windows. There were amber and 
scarlet and black; silks and satins and velvets. 
There was a fan painted and jeweled. There 
were women's faces. There was a heap of purple 
fruit, and glittering sweetnioata. He laughed 
tliere. Ilis beautiful Murillo head was dark 
against the white and gold within, 

Beh^e looked np — paused a second, — then went 
onward, with a thorn in her heart. 

He liad not seen her. 

"It is nalnral, of course — he has his world — he 
does not think often of me — there is no reason 
wliy he should be as good as he is," she said 
to herself as she went slowly over tlie stones. 

She had the dog's soul — only she did not 
know it. 
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Cut the tears fell down her cheeka, as she 
walked. 

It looked 8o bright in there, ro gay, with the 
Bouiid of the music coming in through tlie trees, 
and those women — she had seen sudi women 
before; sometimes in the wiiit«i- nights, going 
liome from tbe luee-work, she had stopped at the 
doors of tbe palaces, or of the opera-house, when 
the carriages were setting down their brilliant 
burdens; and sometimes on the great feast-days 
she had seen the people of the court going out to 
some gala at the theatre, or some great review of 
troops, or some ceremonial of foreign sovereigns; 
but she had never thought about them before; 
she had never wondered whether velvet was better 
to wear than woolen serge, or diamonds lighter ou 
tbe head than a little cap of linen. 

But now — 

Those women seemed to her so dazzlingly, so 
wondrously, so siiperhnmanly beautiful ; they 
seemed like some of those new dsihlia flowers, 
rose and purple and gold, that outblazed the sun 
on the south border of her little garden, and 
blanched all the solt color out of the homely 
roses, and pimpernels, and sweet-williams, and 
double-stocks, that had bloomed there ever since 
the days of Waterloo. 

But, the dahlias had no scent — and Bebee won- 
dered if these women had any heart in them — ■ 
they looked all laughter, and glitter, and vanity. 
To the child, whose dreams of womanhood were 
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evolved from the face of the Mary of the Aasump- 
tion, of the Susannah of Mieria, antl of that Angel 
in the blue coif whose face has a light aa of the 
sun, — to her who had dreamed her way into vague 
perceptions of her own sex'a maidenhood and 
maternity by help of those great pictures which had 
been before her sight from infancy, there waa some 
taint, some artifice, some want, aome harshness in 
these jeweled women ; she could not have rea- 
soned about it, but she felt it, as she felt that the 
grand dahliaa missed a flower's divinity, being 
scentless. 

She was a little bit of wild thyme herself; hardy, 
fragrant, clean, tender, flowering by the wayside, 
full of hone}', though only nourished on the turf 
and the stones — these gaudy, brilliant, ruby -bright, 
Bcarlet-mautled dahlias hurt her with a dim sense 
of pain and shame. 

Fasting, next day at sunrise she confessed to 
Father Francis : 

"I saw beautiful rich women, and I envied 
them ; and I could not pray to Mary last night for 
thinking of them — for I hated them ao much," 

But she did not aay, — 

" I hated them because they were with him." 

Out of the purest tittle aoul, Love entering drives 
forth Candor. 

"That is not like you at all, B^b^e," said the 
good old man,a8 she knelt at hia feet oii the bricks 
of hia little bare atudy, where all the books he ever 
spelt out were treatiaea on the art of bee-keeping 
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" My dear, you never were covetous at all, nor did 
you ever eeem to care for tlie thinga of the world. 
I wish Jehan had not giveu you those silver 
buckles; I thiuk they have set your little soul on 
vanities." 

" It is not the buckles ; I am not covetous," said 
Bebee; and then her face grew warm. She did 
not know why, and she did not hear the rest of 
Father Francis's admonitions. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

i^'^yjl UT the next noon-time brought him to the 
In ^j| raarket-etall, and the next also, and so the 
"■*" "^ aummer days slipped away, and Bebee waa 
quite happy if she saw hira in the morning-time, to 
give him a fresh rose, or at evening by the gates, 
or under the beech-trees, when he brought her a 
new book, and sauntered awhile up the green lane 
beside ber. 

An innocent, unconscious love like Bebie's wants 
BO little food to make it all content. Such mere 
trifles are beautiful and sweet to it. Such slender 
stray gleams of light suffice to make abroad, bright 
golden noon of perfect joy around it. 

All the delirium, and fever, and desire, and de- 
spair, that are in maturer passion, are far away from 
it: far as is the flash of the meteor across sultry 
skies from the blue forget-me-not down in the 
brown meadow brook. 

It was very wonderful to B^bee that he, this 
stranger from Rubes' Fairy-land, could come at all 
to keep pace with her little clattering wooden shoes 
over the dust and the grass in the dim twilight- 
time. The days went by in a trance of sweet 
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amaze, and she kept couDt of the houra no more 
by the cuckoo-elock of the millhoiise, or the deep 
chimes of the Brussels belfries; but only by such 
moments as brought her a word from his lips, or 
'even a gHmpse of him from afar, across the crowded 
square. 

She aat up half the nights reading the books he 
gave her, studying the long cruel polysyllables, and 
spelling slowly through the phrases that seemed to 
her so cramped and tangled, and which yet were 
a pleasure to unravel for sake of the thought they 
held. 

For Bebee, ignorant little simple soul that she 
was, had a mind in her that was eager, observant, 
quick to acquire, skillful to retain ; and it would 
happen in certain times that Flanien, speaking to 
her of the things which he gave to her to read, 
would think to himself that this child had more 
wisdom than was often to be found in schools. 

Meanwhile he pondered various studies in vari- 
ous stages of a Gretchen, and made love to Bebee 
— made love at least by his eyes and by his voice, 
not hurrying hia pleasant task, but hovering about 
her softly, and mindful not to scare her, as a man 
will gently lower his hand over a poised butterfly 
that he seeks to kill, and which one single move- 
ment, a thought too quick, may scare away to safety, 

Bebee knew where he lived in the street of Mary 
of Burgundy ; in an old palace that belonged to a 
great Flemish noble, who never dwelt there him- 
self; but to ask anything about him — why he was 
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there? what his rank was? why he stayed in the 
city at all ? waa a sort of treasou that never entered 
her thoughts. 

Psyche, if ehe had been as simple and loj'al as 
Bebee was, would never have lighted her own 
candle; but even Psyche would not have borrowed 
any one else's lamp to iighteu the love darkness. 

To Bebee he was sacred, unapproachable, un- 
questionable; he was a wonderful, perfect happi- 
ness that had fallen into her life ; he was a gift of 
God, as the sun was. 

She took hia going and coming as she took that 
of the Bun, never dreaming of reproaching his ab- 
sence, never dreaming of asking if in the empty 
night he shone on any other worlds than hers. 

It was hardly so much a faith with her as an in- 
stinct; faith must reason ere it know itself to be 
faith. Bebee never reasoned any more than her 
roses did. 

The good folka in the market-place watched her 
a little anxiously: they thought ill of that little 
moss-rose that every day found its way to one 
wearer only ; hut after ail they did not see much, 
and the neighbors nothing at all. For he never 
went home to her, nor with her, and most of the 
time that he spent with Bebee was in the quiet 
evening shadows, as she went up with her empty 
basket through the deserted country roads. 

Bebee was all daj' long in the city, indeed, as 
other girls were, but with her it had always been 
different. Antoine had always been with her up to 
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the day of his death ; and after his death she had 
eat in the same place, surrounded by the people 
she had known from infancy, and an insult to her 
would have been answered by a stroke frona the 
cobbier's strap or frowi the tinker's hammer. There 
was one girl only who ever tried to do her any 
harm — a good-looking, stout weueh, who stood at 
the corner of the Montague de la Courwith a stall 
of fruit in the summer-time, and in winter-time 
drove a milk-cart over the suow. This girl would 
get at her sometimes, and talk of the students, and 
tell her how good it was to get out of the town ou a 
holidiiy, and go to any one of the villages where 
there was Kermesse and dance, and drink the little 
blue wine, and have trinkets bought for one, and 
corae home in the moonlight in a char-A-banc, with 
the horns sounding, and the lads singing, and the 
ribbons flying from the old horse's ears. 

"She is such a littie close sly thinglj' thought 
the fruit-girl, sulkily. To vice, innocence must 
always seem only a superior kind of chicanery. 

"We daneo almost every evening, the children 
and I," Beh^e had answered when urged fifty times 
by this girl to go to fairs, and balls at the wine- 
shops. " That does just as well. And I have seen 
Kermesse once at Malines — it was beautiful. I 
went with Mfere Dax, but it cost a great deal I 
know, though she did not let me pay." 

"You little fool !" the fruit-girl would say, and 
grin, and eat a pear. 

But the good houeat old women who sat about 
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ill tlie Grande Place, hearing, liad always taken 
the fruit-girl to task, when they got her by her- 
self. 

"Leave the child alone, you mischievous one," 
said they. "Be content with being base your- 
■ self. Look you, Lisette — she is not one like you 
to make eyes at the law-etudenta, and pester the 
painter lada for a day's outing. Let her be, or we 
will teil your mother how you leave the fruit for 
the gutter children to pick and thieve, whiie you 
are stealing up the stairs iiito that young French 
fellow's chamber. Oh, oh ! a fine beating you will 
get when she kuowa!" 

Liaette's mother was a fierce and strong old Bra- 
bantoise, who exacted heavy reckoning with her 
daughter for every single plum and peach that she 
sent out of her dark sweet-smelling fruit-shop to be 
sunned in the streets, and under the students' love- 
glances. , 

So the girl took heed, and left Bebee alone. 

" What should I want her to come with us for?" 
she reasoned with herself. " She is twice as pretty 
as I am ; Jules might take to her instead — who 
knows?" 

So that she was at once savage and yet triumph- 
ant when she saw, as she thought, Bebee drifting 
down the high flood of temptation. 

"Oh, oh, you dainty one!" she cried one day to 
her. "So you would not take the nuts and mul- 
berries that do for us common folk, because you 
had a mind for a fine pine out of the hothouses! 
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That \vas all, was it? Eh, well — I tlo not bcgrudgo 
you. Only hike care; remember, the nuts and 
mulberries last tlirough summer and autumn, and 
there are heaps of them oii every fair-stall and 
street-corner; but the pine — that is eaten in a day, 
one fpring-time, and its like does not grow in the 
hedges. You will have your mouth full of sugar 
an hour — and then, eh! — j-ou will go famished all 
the year." 

" I do not understand," said Bebee, looking np, 
with her thonghts far away, and scarcely hearing 
the words spoken to. her. 

" Oh, prelty little fooi ! you understand well 
enough," said Lisette, grinning, as she rubbed up 
& melon. "Does he give you iiue things? You 
might let me see." 

" No one gives me anything." 

"Chut! you want me to believe that. "Why 
Jules is only a lad, and his father is a silk-mercer, 
and only gives him a hundred francs a month, but 
Jules buys me all I want — somehow — or do j^Ott 
think I would take the trouble to set my cap straight 
whea he goes by? lie gave me these ear-rings, 
look. I wish you would let me see what you get." 

But Beb^e had gone away — unheeding — dream- 
ing of Juliet and of Jeanne d'Arc, of whom he 
had told her taiea. 

He made fiketches of her sometimes, but seldom 
pleased himself 

It was not so easy as he had imagined that it 
would prove to portray this little flower-like fece, 
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with the clear eyes and the chiM'a open brow. He 
who had painted Phrytie so long and faithfully had 
got a taint on his brush — he could not paint this 
pure, bright, rosy dawn — he who had always 
painted the glare of midnight gas on rouge or rags. 
Yet he felt that if he could transfer to canvas the 
light that was on Bebee's face he would get what 
Seheffer had missed. For a time it eluded him. 
You shall paint a gold and glistening brocade, or a 
fan of peacock's feathers, to perfection, and yet, 
perhaps, the dewy whiteness of the humble little 
field-daisy shall baffle and escape you. 

He felt, too, that he must catch her expression 
flying as he would do the flash of a swallow's wing 
across a blue sky ; he knew that Eebee, forced to 
studied attitudes in an atelier, would be no longer 
the ideal that he wanted. 

More than once he came and filled in more 
fully his various designs in the little hut garden, 
among the sweet gray lavender and the golden 
disks of the sunflowers ; and more than once Bebee 
was missed from her place in the front of the 
Broodliuis. 

The Varnhart children would gather now and 
then open-mouthed at the wicket, and M^re Erebs 
would shake her head as she went by on her 
sheepskin saddle, and mutter that the child's head 
would be turned by vanity; and old Jehan would 
lean on his stick and peer through the sweet-brier, 
and wonder stupidly if this strange man who 
could make Bebee's face beam over again upon 
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that panel of wood could not give him back his 

dead daughter who had been pushed away under 
the black earth so long, long before, when the red 
mill had hcen brave and new, the red mill that the 
boys and girla called old. 

But except these, no one noticed much. 

Paintera were no rare sights in Brabant 

The people were used to see them coming aod 
going, making pictures of mud and stones, and 
ducks and sheep, and of all common and silly 
thinga. 

" What does he pay you, B6b4e ?" they used to 
ask, with the shrewd Flemish thought after the 
main chance. 

" Nothing," Bebee would answer, with a quick 
color in her face ; and they would reply in con- 
temptuous reproof, "Careless little fool; — you 
should make enough to buy you wood all winter. 
When the man from Ghent painted Trine and her 
cow, he gave her a whole gold bit for standing 
still so long in the clover. The Krebs would be 
sure to lend you her cow if it be the cow that 
makes the difl'ereuce." 

Bebee was silent, weeding her carnation-bed; — 
what could she tell them that they would under- 
stand ? 

She seemed so far away from them all — those 
good friends of her childhood — now that this won- 
derful new world of his giving had opened to her 
sight. 

She lived in a dream. 
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Whether she sat iti the market-place taking 
copper coins, or iii the moonlight with a book on 
Lor knees, it waa all the same, Iler feet ran, her 
tongue apoke, her haiida worked; she did not 
neglect her goat or her garden, ehe did not forsake 
her house laborer her good deeds to old Ann^riiie; 
hut all the while she only heard one voice, she only 
felt one touch, ehe only saw one face. 

Here and there — one in a million — there ie a 
female thing that can love like thia, once and for 
ever. 

Such an one is dedicated, birth upwards, to the 
Mater Dolorosa, 

He had something nearer akin to affection for 
her than he had ever had in his life for anything, 
but he was never in love with her — no more in 
love with her than with the mosa-rosebuds that 
she fastened in hia breaat. Yet he played with 
her, beeanae she was such a little, soft, tempting, 
female tiling; and beeanae, to see her face flush, 
and her heart heave, to feel her fresh feelings stir 
into life, and to watch her changes from shyness 
to confidence, and from frankness again into fear, 
was a natural pastime in the lazy golden weather. 

That he spared her as far as he did — when after 
all she would have married Jeannot anyhow, — and 
that he sketched her face in the open air, and never 
entered her hut and never beguiled her to his own 
old palace in the city, was a new virtue in himself 
for wliieh he hardly knew whether to feel respect 
or ridicule ; anj'way it seemed virtue to him. 
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So long as he did not seduce the hody it seemed 
to him that it could never matter how he slew the 
Boul — the iittle, honest, happy, pure, frank soul, 
that amidst its poverty and hardships was like a 
rohin's song to the winter eun. 

"Hoot, toot, pretty innocent, so you are no bet- 
ter than the rest of us," hissed her enemy, Lisette, 
the f^ui^girl, against her as she went by the stall 
one evening as the sun set. " Prut! so it was no 
each purity after all that made you never look at 
the student lads and the soldiers, eh ? — You were 
so dainty of taste, you must needs pick and choose, 
and. Lord's sake, after a|l your coyness, to drop at 
a beckoning finger as one may say — pong! — iu a 
minute, like an apple over-ripe! Oh he, you sly 
one!" 

Bch6e flushed red, in a sort of instinct of offense ; 
not sure what her fault was, but vaguely stung by 
the bruta! words. 

Beh^e walked homeward by him, with her 
empty baskets: looked at him with grave wonder- 
ing eyes. 

" What did she mean ? I do not understand. I 
must have done some wrong — or she thinks so. 
Do you know ? " 

Flamen laughed, and answered her evasively: 

"You have done her the wrong of a fair skia 
when hers is brown, and a little foot while hers 
is as big as a trooper's; there ia no greater sia, 
Bebee, possible in woman to woman." 

" Hold your peace, you shrill jade," he added, in 
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anger to the fruiterer, flinging at her a crown piece, 
that the girl caught, and bit with her teeth with a 
chuckle. " Do not heed her, Eebee. She is a 
coarse-ton g a ed brute, and ia jealous, no doubt." 

" Jealous ? — of what ?" 

The word had no meaning to Bebee. 

" That I am not a student or a soldier, as her 
lovers are." 

As ber lovers were! Bebee felt her face burn 
again. Was he her lover then? The child's inno- 
cent body and aoul thrilled with a hot, sweet -de- 
light and fear commingled. 

Bebee was not quite satisfied until she had kneit 
dowu that night and asked the Master of all poor 
maidens to see if there were any wickedness in her 
heart, hidden there like a bee iu a rose, and if there 
were to take it out and make her worthier of this 
wonderful new happiness in her life. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Ufca|j*J|lIB next day, waking with a radiant little 
^3^1 ^'"'' ^^ ^ ''''"'^ '" * forest wakes ill summer, , 
■ i^^B Bebee was all alone in the lane by tbe 
Bwans' water. In the gray of the dawn all the 
good f'ulk except herself and lame old Jehan had 
tramped otf to a pilgrimage, Liege way, which the 
biahop of the city had enjoined on all the faithful 
as a sacred duty. 

Bcbee doing her work, singing, thinking how 
good God was, and dreaming over a thousand 
fancies of the wonderful stories he had told her, 
and of the exquisite delight that would lie for her 
in watching for him all through the shining hours, 
Bebee felt her little heart leap like a squirrel as the 
voice that was the music of heaven to her called 
through the stillness, — 

"Good-day, pretty one! you are as early as the ■ 
lark, Bebee. I go to Mayence, ao I thought I 
would look at you one moment as I pass." 

Eebee ran down through the wet grass in a tu- 
mult of joy. She had never seen him ao early in 
the day — never so early as this, when nobody was 
up and stirring except birds and beasts and peasant 
folk. 

12* 187 
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She did not know how pretty she looked herself; 
like a raia-washed wild rose; her feet gleaming 
with dew, her cheeks warm with health and joy; 
her sunny clustering hair free from the white cap 
and tumbling a little about her throat, becauae she 
had been stooping over the carnations, 

Flamen loosed the wicket latch, and thought 
there might be better ways of spending the day 
than in the gray shadows of old Mechlin. 

"Will you give me a draught of water?" he 
asked her aa he crossed the garden. 

"I will give you breakfast," said Bebee, happy 
as a bird. She felt no shame for the smallness 
of- her home ; no confusion at the poverty of her 
little place; such embarrassmentB are born of aelf- 
conseiouaness, and Bebee had no more self-con- 
Bciousnesa than her own sweet, gray lavender-bush 
blowing against the door. 

The lavender-bush has no splendor like the 
roses, has no colors like the hollyhocks ; it is a 
simple, plain, gray thing that the bees love and 
that the cottagers cherish, and that keeps the moth 
from the homespun linen, and that goes with the 
dead to their graves. 

It haa many virtues and infinite sweetness, but 
it does not know it or think of it ; and if the village 
girls ever tell it so, it fancies they only praise it out 
of kindness aa they put its slender fragrant spears 
away in their warm bosoms. Bebee was like her 
lavender, and now that this beautiful Purple Em- 
peror butterfly came from the golden sunbeams to 
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find pleasure for a second in her freshness, she waa 
only very grateful, as the lavender-bush was to the 
village girls. 

"I will give you your breakfast," said Beb^e, 
flushing rosily with pleasure, and putting away the 
ivy coils that he might enter, 

"I have very little, you know," she added, wist- 
fully. '* Only goat's milk and bread ; but if that 
will do — and there is some honey — and if you would 
eat a salad, I would cut one fresh." 

He did enter, and glanced round him with a 
curious pity and wonder both in one. 

It was such a little, small, square place ; and its 
floor was of beaten clay; and its unceiled roof he 
couid have touched; and its absolute poverty was 
so plain, — and yet the child looked so happy in it, 
and was so like a flower, and was so dainty and 
fresh, and even so full of grace. 

She stood and looked at him with frank and 
grateful eyes ; she could hardly believe that he was 
here; he, the stranger of Rubes' land, in her own 
little rush-covered home. 

But she was not embarrassed by it; she was glad 
and proud. 

There is a dignity of peasants as well as of kings 
— the dignity that comes from all absence of effort, 
all freedom from pretense. Bebee had this, and 
she had more still than this: she had the absolute 
simplicity of childhood with her atill. 

Some women have it still when they are four- 
score. 
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She could have lookeil at hira forever, she waa 
BO happy; ahe eared nothing now for those daz- 
zling dahlias — he had left them; he waa actually 
here — here in her own, little, dear home, with the 
cocks looking in at the threshold, and the sweet- 
peas nodding at the lattice, and the starling cry- 
ing "Eonjour! Bonjonr!" 

"You are tired, I am sure you miiat be tired," 
she said, pulling her little bed forward for hira to 
ait on, for there were only two wooden atoois in the 
hut, and no chair at all. 

Then she took itis sketching-eaae! and brushes 
from his hand, and would have kneeled and taken . 
the dust oft' his boots if he would have let her ; and 
went hither and thither gladly and lightly, bring- 
ing him a wooden bowl of milk and the rest of the 
slender fare, and cutting as quick as thought fresh 
cresses and lettuce from her garden, and bringing 
him, as the crown of all, Father Francis's honey- 
comb on vine-leaves, with some pretty sprays of 
box and mignonette scattered about it — doing all 
this with a swift, sweet grace that robbed the labor 
of alt look of servitude, and looking at him ever 
and again with a smile that said as clearly as any 
words, "I cannot do much, but what I do, I do 
with ail my heart." 

There was something in the sight of her going 
and coming in those simple household errands, 
across the sunlit floor, that moved him as aome 
mountain air sung on an alp by a girl driving hep 
cowa to pasture may move a listener who indiffer- 
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ent has heard the swell of the organ of La Hague, 
or the recitative of a great singer in San Carlo. 

The gray lavender blowing at the house-door 
has its charm for those who are tired of the 
camellias that float in the porcelain bowls of mid- 
night suppers. 

This man was not good. He was idle and vain, 
and amorous and cold, and had been spoiled by 
the world in which he had passed his days; but 
he had the temper of an artist ; he had something, 
too, of a poet's fancy; he was vaguely touched 
and won by this simple soul that looked at him 
out of Beb6e's eyes with some look that in all its 
simpiieity had a divine gleam in it that made him 
half ashamed. 

He had known women by the thousand, good 
women and bad; women whom he had dealt ill 
with and women who had dealt ill with him; but 
this he had not known -^ this frank, fearless, ten- 
der, gay, grave, innocent, industrious little life, 
helping itself, feeding itself, defending itself, work- 
ing for itself and for others, and vaguely seeking 
all the while some unseen light, some unknown 
god, with a blind faith so influitely ignorant and 
yet 80 infinitely pathetic. 

" All the people are gone on a pilgrimage," she 
explained to him when he asked her why her 
village was so silent this bright morning. "They 
arc gone to pray for a fine harvest, and then each 
one prays for some other little thing that she 
wants herself as well — it costs seven francs apiece. 
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They take their food with them; they go and 
laugh and eat in the fields. I tiiink it is noiiaenee. 
One can say one's prayers just as well here. Mere 
Krebs thinks so too, but then she says, ' If I do 
not go, it wil! look ill ; people will suy I am irre- 
ligious; and as we make so much by flour, God 
would think it odd for me to he absent; and, be- 
sides, it is only seven franca there and back; and* 
if it does please Heaven, that is cheap, you know. 
One will get it over and over again in Paradise.' 
That is what Mere Krebs says. But, for me, I 
think it is nonsense. It cannot please God to go 
by train and eat galette and waste a whole day in 
getting dusty. 

*' When I give the Virgin my cactus flower, I do 
give up a thing I love, and I let it wither on her 
altar instead of pleasing me in bloom here al! the 
week, and then, of course, she sees that I have 
done it out of gratitude. But that is difl'erent: 
that I am sorry to do, and yet I am glad to do it 
out of love. Do you not know ?" 

"Yes, I know very well. But is the Virgin all 
that you love like this ?" 

" No ; there is the garden, and there is Antoine 
— be is dead, I know. But I think that we should 
love the dead all the better, not the less, because 
tbey cannot speak or say that they are angry ; and 
perhaps one pains them very much when one neg- 
lects them, and if they are ever so sad, they cannot 
rise and rebuke one — that is why I would rather 
forget the flowers for the Church than I would the 
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flowers for his grave, because God can panish me, 
of course, if he Hke, but Antoine never can — any 
more — now.", 

"You are logical in your sentiment, my dear," 
said Flamen, who was more moved than he cared 
to feel. "The union is a rare one in your sex. 
Who taught you to reaaon ?" 

"No one. And I do not know what to be 
logical means. Is it that you laugh at me t" 

"No. I do not laugh. And your pilgrims — 
they are gone for all day ?" 

"Yes. They are gone to the Sacred Heart at 
St. Marie en Rom. It is on the way to Liege, 
They wiJ! come back at night-fall. And some of 
tliem will be sure to have drunk too much, and 
the children will get so cross. Prosper Bar, who 
is a Ualvinist, alwaj's says, 'Do not mix up prayer 
and play; you would not cut a gherkin in your 
honey ;' but I do not know why he called prayer a 
gherkin, because it is sweet enough — sweeter than 
anything, I think. When I pray to the Virgin to 
let me see you next day, I go to bed quite happy, 
because she will do it, I know, if it will be good 
for me." 

"But if it were not good for you, Bebee? 
Would you cease to wish it then ?" 

He rose as he spoke, and went across the floor 
and drew away her hand that was parting the flax, 
and took it in his own and stroked it, indulgently 
and carelessly, as a man may stroke the soft fur of 
a young cat. 
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Leaning against the little lattice and looking 
down on her with musing eyes, half arailing, half 
serious, half amorous, half sad, Bebee looked up 
with a sudden and delicious terror that ran through 
her as the charm of the snake's gaze runs through 
the bewildered bird, 

""Would you cease to wish if it were not good?" 
he asked again. 

Bebee's face grew pale and troubled. She left 
her hand in his because she did not think any 
shame of his taking it. But the question sud- 
denly flung the perplexity and darkness of doubt 
into the clearness of her pure child's conscience. 
All her ways had been straight and sunlit before 
her. 

She had never had a divided duty. 

The religion and the pleasure of her simple little 
life had always gone hand-in-hand, greeting ono 
another, and never for an instant in conflict. In 
any hesitation of her own she had always gone to 
Father Francis, and he had disentangled the web 
for her and made all plain. 

But here was a difficulty in which she could 
never go to Father Francis. 

Eight and wrong, duty and desire, were for the 
first time arrayed before her in their ghastly and 
unending warfare. 

It frightened her with a certain breathless sense 
of peril — the peril of a time when in lieu of that 
gentle Mother of Roses whom she kneeled to 
a[noug the flowers, she would only see a dusky 
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shadow looming between her and the beauty of 
life and the light of tlie sun. 

What he said was qaite vague to her. She at- 
tached no definite danger to his words. She only 
thought — to see him was so great a joy — if Mary 
forbade it, would she not take it if she could not- 
withstanding, always, always, always? 

lie kept her hand in his, and watched with con- 
teutmeiit the changing play of the shade and 
Borrow, the fear and fascination, on her face. 

" You do not know, Behee?" ho said at length, 
knowing well himself; so much better than ever 
she knew. "Weil, dear — that is not flattering to 
me. But it is natural. The good Virgin of course 
gives you all you have, food, and clothes, and 3"our 
garden, and your pretty phimp chickens — and I am 
only a stranger. You could not olFend her for me 
— that is not likely." 

The child was cut to the heart by the sadness 
and luiniility of words of whose studied artifice she 
had no suspicion. 

She thought that she seemed to hira ungrateful 
and selfish, and yet all the raooring-ropes that held 
her little boat of life to the harbor of its simple 
religion seemed cut away, and she seemed drifting 
helpless and rudderless upon an unknown sea. 

" I never did do wrong — that I know," she said 
timidly, and lifted her eyes to his with au uu- 
conscious appeal in them. 

"But — I do not see why it should be wrong to 
speak with you. You are good, and you lend me 
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beautiful tilings out of other men's minds that will 
make me less ignorant; Our Lady euuld not be 
angry with that — she must like it." 

" Our Lady ? — oh, poor little simpleton \ — where 
will her reign be when Ignorance lias once been 
cut down, root and branch ?" he thought to him- 
self; but he only answered, — 

"But whether she like it or not, Eehee ? — you 
beg the question, my dear; you are — you are not 
BO fnink as usual — think, and tell me honestly '{" 

lie knew quite well, but it amused him to see 
the perplexed trouble that this, the lirst divided 
duty of her short years, brought with it. 

Belj6e looked at bim,and loosened her hand from 
his, and sat quite still. Iler lips had a little quiver 
in them. 

"I think," she said at last, "I think — if it be 
wrong, still I will wish it — yes. Only I will not 
tell myself it is ri^ht. I will just say to Our Lady, 
'I am wicked, perhaps, but I cannot help it.' So 
— I will not deceive her at all ; and perhaps in time 
she may forgive. But I think j^ou only say it to 
try me. It cannot, I am sure, be wrong—any more 
than it is to talk to Jeannot or to Bac." 

He had driven her into the subtleties of doubt, 
hut the hoTiest little soul in her found a way out, 
as a flower in a cellar finds its way through the 
stones to light. 

He plucked the ivy-leaves and threw them at the 
chickens on the bricks without, with a certain im- 
patieiice in the action. The simplicity and the 
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directness of the answer diaarmed him; he waa 
almost ashamed to use against her the weapons of 
his habitual warfare. It was like a mattre d'armes 
fencing with bare steel against a little naked eiiild 
armed with a blest pulm-sheaf, 

Wlien she had ihus brought him all she had, and 
he to please her had sat down to the simple food, 
she gathered a spray of' roses and set it in a pot 
beside him, then left hira and went and stood at a 
little distance, waiting, with her hands lightly 
crossed on her chest, to see if there were anything 
that he might want. 

He ate and drank well to please her, looking at 
her often as he did so. 

"I break j-our bread, Bebce," he said, with a 
tone that seemed strange to her. " I break your 
bread. I must keep Arab faith with yon." 

*' What is that?" 

"I mean — I must never betray you." 

" Betray me ! How could you ?" 

" Well — hurt you in any way." 

" Ah, I am sure you would never do that." 

lie was silent, aitd looked at the spray of roses. 

"Sit down and spin," he said impatiently. "I 
am ashamed to see you stand there, and a woman 
never looks so well as when she spins. Sit down 
— and I will eat the good things you have brought 
me. But I cannot if you stand and look." 

"I beg your pardon, I did not know," she said, 
ashamed-lest she should have seemed rude to him ; 
and she drew out her wheel under the light of the 
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lattice, and sat ilown to it, anii began to disentangle 
the threads. 

It was a pretty picture — the low, square case- 
ment ; the frame of ivy, the pink and white of the 
climbing sweet-peas ; the girl's head ; the cool, wet 
leaves; the old wooden spiniiiiig-wheei, that purred 
like a sleepy cat. 

"I want to paint you as Gretchen, only it will be 
a shame," he said. 

" Who is Gretchen ?" 

" You shall read of her by-and-by. And you live 
here all by yourself?" 

"Since Antoine died — yes." 

"And are never dull ''." 

" I have no time, and I do not think I would be 
if I had time — there is so much to think of, and 
one never can understand." 

"But you must be very brave and laborious to 
■ do all your work yourself. Is it possible a child 
like you can spin, and wash, and bake, and garden, 
and do everything?" 

"Oh, many do more than I, Babette's eldest 
daughter is only twelve, and she does much more, 
because she has all the children to look after; and 
they are very, very poor; they often have nothing 
but a stew of nettles and perhaps a few snails, days 
together." 

"That is lean, bare, ugly, gruesome poverty; 
there is plenty of that everywhere. But you, 
Bebee — you are an idyll." 

Bebee looked across the hut and smiled, and 
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broke her thread. She did not know what he 
meant, but if she were anything that pleased him, 
it was well. 

"Who were those beautiful women ?" she said 
euddenly, the color mountina; into her cheeks. 

"What women, my dear?" 

" Those I saw ut the window with you, the other 
night — they had jeweSa." 

" Oh ! — women, tiresome enotigh ; if I had seen 
you, I would have dropped you some fruit. Poor 
little Bebce ! Did you go by, and I never knew ?" 

"You were laughing " 

"WasI?" 

" Yes, and they were beautiful." 

"In their own eyes; not in mine." 

"No?" 

She stopped her spinning and gazed at him with 
wistful, wondering eyes. Could it be that they were 
not beautiful to him? those deep red, glowing, sun- 
basked dahlia flowers? 

" Do you know," she said very softly, with a flush 
of penitence that came and went, "when I saw 
them, I hated them ; I confessed it to Father Fran- 
cis next day. You seemed so content with them, 
and they looked so gay and glad there — and then 
the jewels! Somehow, I seemed to myself such a 
little thing, and so ugly and mean. And yet, do 
you know — '—" 

"And yet— well V 

" They did not look to me good — those women," 
said Bebee thoughtfully, looking across at him in 
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deprecation of bis possible anger. " They wer 
great people, I suppose, ati3 they appeared very 
happy ; but though I seemed nothing to myself 
after them, still I think I would not change." 

" You are wise without hooks, Bebee." 

" Oh, no — I am not wise at all. I only feel. And 
give me books; oh, pray, give me books! You do 
not know; I will loarn so fast — and I will not neg- 
lect anything, that I promise. The neighbors and 
Jeannot say that I shall let the flowers die, and the 
hut get dirty, and never spin or prick Anneraie'a 
patterns ; but that is untrue. I will do all, jiist as 
I have done, and more too, if only you will give 
me things to read, for I do think when one is happy, 
one ongtit to work more — not less." 

" But will these books make yon happy ? If you 
aak me the truth, I must tell you — no. You are 
happy as yon are, because yon know nothing else 
than your own little life; for ignorance i? happiness, 
Behee, letsages, ancient and modern, say what they 
will. But when you know a little, you will want to 
know more; and when you know much you will 
want to see much also, and then — and then — the 
thing will grow — you will be no longer content. 
That is, you will be unhappy." 

Bebee watched him with wistful ej'cs. 

"Perhaps that it is true. No doubt it is true, if 
you siiy it. But you know all the world aeoms full 
of voices that I hear, but that I cannot understand ; 
it is with me as I should think it is with people who 
go to foreign countries and do not know the tongue 
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that is spoken when they land ; and it makes rae 
unhappy', because I cannot comprehend, and 80 the 
booka will not make me more so, but less. And 
as for being content — when I tbonght you were 
gone awaj' out of the eity, last night, I thought I 
would never be able to pray any more, because I 
hated myself, and I almost hated the angels, and I 
toid Mary that she was cruel, and she turned her 
face from me — aa it seemed, forevei'." 

She spoke quite quietly and simply, spinning as 
she spoke, and looking across at him with earnest 
eyes, that begged him to believe her. She was 
saying the pure truth, but she did not know the 
force or the meaning of that truth. 

lie listened with a smile; it was not new to 
him ; he knew her heart much better than she 
knew it herself, but there was an unconseiouanesa, 
and yet a strength, in the words that touched him 
though. 

lie threw the leaves away, irritably, and told her 
to leave off her spinning. 

"Some day I shal! paint you with that wheel 
as I painted the Broodhuia. Will you let me, 
Eebee?" 

"Yea." 

She answered him as she would have answered 
if he had told her to go on pilgrimage from one 
end of the Low Countries to the other. 

" What were you going to do to-day ?" 

"I am going into the market with the flowers; 
I go every day." 
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"How much will you make?" 
" Two or three francs, if 1 am lucky," 
"And do you never have a holiday V 
"Oh, yes; bat not often, you know, because it 
is on the tSte daya that the people want the most 
flowers." 
"But in the winter?" 
" Then E work at the lace." 
"Do you never go into the woods?" 
"I have been, once or twice; but it losea a 
whole day." 

"You are afraid of not earning?" 
"Yes. Because I am afraid of owing people 
anything," 

" Weil, give up this one day, and we will make 
holiday. Tiie people are out; they will not know. 
Come into the forest, and we will dine at a eaf^ in 
the woods; and we will be as poetic as you like, 
and I will tell you a tale of one called Rosalind, 
who pranked herself in boy's atttre, all for love, in 
the Ardennes country yonder. Come, it is the 
very day for the forest; it will make me a lad 
again at Meudon, when the lilacs were in bloom. 
Poor Paris ! Come." 
"Do you mean it?" 

The color was bright in her face, her heart waa 
dancing, her little feet felt themselves already on 
the fresh green turf. 

She had no thought that there couM be any 
harm in it. She would have gone with Jeannot or 
old Bac. 
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" Of course I mean it. Come. I was going to 

Mayeiice to see the Magi and Van Dyclt'a Christ. 
We will go to SoigTiies instead, and study green 
lejivea. I will paint your face by sunlight. It is 
the best way to paint you. You belong to the 
open air. So should Gretchen; or how else should 
she have the bine sky In her eyes?" 
" But I have only wooden shoes !" 

-Her face was scarlet as she glanced at her feet ; 
be who had wanted to give her the silk stockings — 
liow would he like to be seen walking abroad with 
those two clumsy, clattering, work-a-day, little 
sabots ? 

"Never mind. My dear, in my time I have had 
enough of satin shoes and of silver gilt heels; they 
click-clack as loud as yours, and cost much more 
to those who walk with them, not to mention that 
they will seldom deign to walk at all. Your 
wooden shoes are picturesque. Paganini made a 
violin out of a wooden shoe. Who knows what 
music may lurk in yours, only you have never 
heard it. Perliaps I have. It was Bac who gave 
you the red shoes that was the barbarian, not I. 
Come." 

" You really mean it ?" 

" Come." 

" But they will miss me at market." 

" They will think you are gone on the pil- 
grimage: you need never tell them you have 
not." 

"But if they ask me?" 
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"Dobs it never hnppen that you say any other 
tiling than the truth?" 

"Any other thing than the truth! Of course 
not. People take for granted that one tella truth ; 
it would be very base to cheat them. Do you really 
mean that I may come? — in the forest ! — and you 
■will tell me stories like those you give me to 
read ?" 

"I wil! tell yon a better story. Lock your hut, 
Beb^e, and come." 

"And" to think you are not ashamed!" 

" Ashamed ?" 

"Yes, becau.se of my wooden shoes." 

"Wiis it possible? Uebee thought, as she ran out 
into the garden and locked the door behind her, 
and pushed the key under the water-butt as uaual, 
being quite content with that prudent precaution 
against robbers which had served Antoine all hia 
duys. Was it possible, this wonderful joy? — her 
cheeks were like her roses, her eyes had a brilliance 
like the sun; the natural grace and mirth of the 
child blossomed in a thousand ways and ges- 
tures. 

As she went by the shrine in the wall, she bent 
her knee a moment and made the sign of the cross ; 
then she gathered a little moss-rose that nodded 
close under the border of the palisade, and turned 
and gave it to him. 

"Look, she sends you this. She is not angry, 
you see, and it is much more pleasure when she is 
pleased — do you not know?" 
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lie shrank a little as her lingera touched him. 

" Whut a pity you had no mother, Beb6e !" he 
said, oil an inijiiilse of emotion, of which in Paris 
he would have been more ashamed than of any 
guilt. 
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JK^'/OglN the deserted lane by tlie swans' water, 
phdu under the willows, the horses waited to 
l ^^'^Q* take him to Mechlin ; little, quick, rough 
horses, with round hraas bells, in the Flemish fash- 
ion, and gay harness, and a low char-i-hanc, in 
which a wolf-skin and red nigs, and all a painter's 
many necessities, were tossed together. 

He lifted her in, and the little horses flow fast 
through the green country, ringing chimes at each 
Btep, till they plunged into the deep glades of the 
woods of Cambre and Soignies. 

Ecbee sat breathless with delight. 

She had never gone behind horses in all her life, 
except once or twice in a wagon when the tired 
teamsters had dragged a load of corn across the 
plains, or when the miller's old gray mare had hob- 
bled wearily before a cart-load of noisy, happy, mis- 
chievous children going home from the masses and 
fairs, and flags, and flowers, and church banners, 
and puppet-shows, and lighted altars, and whirling 
merry-go-rounds of the Fete Dieu. 

She had never known what it svas to sail as on the 
wings of the wind along broad roads, with yellow 
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whent-lands, and green hedges, and wayside trees, 
and little villages, and reedy canal-water, all flying 
by her to the sing-song of the joyous bella. 

" Oh, how good it is to live !" she cried, clapping 
her hands in a very ecstasy, as the clear morning 
broadened into gold and the west wind rose and 
blew from the sands by the sea. 

"Yes — it is good— if one did not tire so soon," 
said he, watching her with a listless pleasure. 

But she did not hear; she was beyond the reach 
of any power to sadden her; she was watching the 
white oxen that stood on the purple brow of the 
just reapen lands, and the rosy clouds that blew 
like a shower of apple-blosaoiua across the sky to 
the south. 

There was a sad darkling Calvary on the edge of 
■ the harvest-field that looked black against the blue 
sky; its shadow fell across the road, but she did 
not see it : she was looking at the sun. 

There is not much change in the great Soignies 
woods. They are aisles on aisles of beautiful green 
trees, crossing and recrossing; tunnels of dark 
foliage that look endless; long avenues of beech, 
of oak, of elm, or of fir, with the bracken and the 
brushwood growing dense between; a delicious 
forest-growth everywhere, shady even at noon, and 
by a little past midday dusky as evening ; with the 
forest fragrance, sweet and dewy, all about, and 
under the fern the stirring of wild game, and the 
white gleam of little rabbits, and the sound of the 
wings of birds. 
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Snigiiies is not Icgend-liauiited like the Black 
Forest, nor king-Imiinted like Foutaiiiebleuii, nor 
sovereign of two historic streams like the brave 
wooda of Heidelberg; nor wild iind romantic, and 
broken with black rocka, and poetized by the shade 
of Jiiques, and swept through by a perfect river, 
like its neighbors of Arileiines; nor throned aloft 
on mighty mountains like the majestic oak-gladea 
of the Swabian hills of the ivory-carvers. 

Soignies ia only a Flemish forest in a plain, 
throwing its shadow over corn-fields and cattle 
pastures, with no panorama beyond it and no won- 
ders in its depth. But it is a fresh, bold, beautiful 
forest for all that. 

It has only green leaves to give — green leaves 
always, league after league; but there is about it 
that vagne mystery which al! forests have, and 
this universe of leaves seems boundless, and Pan 
might dwell in it, and St. Hubert, and John Keats, 

Bebee, in her rare holidays with the Bac chil- 
dren or with Jeannot's sisters, had never pene- 
trated farther than the glades of the Cambre, and 
had never entered the heart of the true forest, 
which is much etlil what it must have been in the 
old days when the burghers of Brabant cut their 
yew bows and their pike-stavea from it to use 
against the hosts of Spain, 

To Bebee it was as an enchanted land, and every 
play of light and shade, every hare speeding across 
the paths, every thrush singing in the leaves, every 
little dog-roee or harebell that blossomed in the 
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thickets, waa to her a treasure, a picture, a poem, 
a delight. 

lie had seen girls thus in the woods of Vin- 
ceiiiies and of Versailles in the student days of 
liis youtli ; little work-girla fresh from chSiets of 
the Jura or from vine-hung huts of the Loire, 
who had brought their poor little charms to, perish 
in Paris; and who dwelt under the hot tiles and 
amidst the gihied shop signs till they were as pale 
and thin as their own starved balsams; and who, 
when they saw the green woods, laughed and 
cried a little, and thought of the hroad sun-swept 
fields, aiid wished that they were batk again be- 
liind their drove of cows, or weeding among the 
green grapes. 

But those little work-girls iiad been mere homely 
daisies, and daisies already with the dust of the 
pavement and of the dancing-gardens upon them. 

Beb^e was as pure and fresh as these dew-wet 
dog-roses that she found in the thickets of thorn. 

He had meant to treat her as he had used to do 
those work-girls — a little wine, a little wooing, a 
little folly and passion, idle as a butterfly and brief 
as a rainbow — one midsummer day and night — 
then a handful of gold, a caress, a good-morrow, 
and forgetfnlness ever afterwards — that was what 
he had meant when he had brouglit her out to the 
forest of Soigniea. 

But — she was different, this child. 

lie made the great sketch of her for hia Gret- 
chen, sitting on a moas-ground trunk, with mar- 
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gueritea in her hand ; he sent for their breakfast 
far into the woods, and saw her set her pearly teeth 
into early peachea and costly sweatmeats ; he wan- 
dered with her hither and thither, and told her 
tales out of the poets and talked to her in the 
dreamy, cynical, poetical manner that was charac- 
teristic of him, being half artiiieial and half sorrow- 
ful, aa his temper was. 

But Bebee — all unconscious, intoxicated with 
happiness, and yet touched by it into that vague 
Badness which the summer sun brings with it even 
to young things, if fhey have soul in them ; — 
Bebee said to him what the work-girla of Paris 
never had done. 

Beautiful things: things fantastic, ignorant, ab- 
surd, very simple, very unreasonable oftentimca, 
but things beautiful always, and sometimes even 
very wise by a wisdom not of the worSd ; by a 
certain light divine that does ahJne now and then 
as through an alabaster lamp, through minds that 
have no grosanesa to obscure them. 

Her words were not equal to the burden of her 
thoughts at times, hut he knew how to take the 
pearl of the thought from the broken shell and 
tangled sea-weed other simple, untutored speech. 

"If there be a God anywhere," he thought to 
himaelf, " this little Fleming is very near him." 

She was so near that although he had no belief 
in any God, he could not deal with her as lie had 
used to do with the work-giila in the primrose 
paths of old Vincenues. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

"j^3^S|0 be Gretclien, yon must count the leaves 
igiM of vonr daisiea," he eaid to her, iis he 
^^* painted — painted her juat as she was, 
with her two little white feet in tlie wooden shoes, 
and the thick, green leaves behind; the simplest 
picture possihie, the dress of gray — only cool dark 
gray — with white linen bodice, and no color any- 
where except in the green of the foliage ; bnt where 
he meant the wonder and the charm of it to lie waa 
in the upraised, serious, child-like face, and the gaze 
of the grave, smiling eyes. 

It was Gretehen, Fpinning, out in the open air 
among the flowers. Gretehen, with the tall dog- 
daisies growing up about her feet, among the tliyme 
and the roses, before she had had need to gather 
one to ask her future of its parted leaves. 

The Gretchei! of Seheft'er tells no tale; she is a 
fair-haired, hard-working, simple-minded peasant, 
with whom neither angels nor devils have anything 
to do, and whose eyes never can open to either hell 
or heaven. But the Gretehen of Flamen said much 
more than this : looking at it, men would sigh from 
shame, and women weep from sorrow. 
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"Count the daisies?" eohoed Bebee. "Oh, J 
know what you mean. A little — much — paeeion 
ately — until death — not at all. "What the girls say 
when they want to see if any one loves them ? Is 
that it?" 

She looked at him without any consciousness — 
except as she loved the flowers. 

" Do you think the daisies know t" she went on, 
eerioualy, parting their petals with her fingers, 
"Flowers do know manj' tilings — that is certain." 

"Ask them for yourself." 

" Aek them what?" 

"IIow much — any one-— loves you?" 

" Oh, but every one loves me; there is no one 
that is bad. Antoine used to say to me, 'Never 
think of yourself, Bebee; alwaya think of other 
people, so every one will love you.' And I always 
try to do that, and every one does." 

" But that is not the love the daisy tells of to your 
Bex." 

"No?" 

"No; the girls that you see count the flowers — 
they are thinking, not of all the village, but of 
some one unlike all the rest, whose shadow falls 
across theirs in the moonlight ! You know that ?" 

" Ah, yes — and they marry afterwards — ^j-es." 

She said it softly, musingly, with no embarrass- 
ment; it was an unreal, remote tiling to her, and 
yet it stirred her heart a little with a vague trouble 
that was infinitely sweet. 

There is little talk of love in the lives of the 
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poor; they have no space for it; Jove to them 
means more nioiitlis to feed, more wooden shoea 
to buy, more hands to dive into the meagre bag 
of coppers. Now and then a girl of the commune 
had been married, and had gone out just the same 
the next day to her plowing in the iields or to 
her lace-weaving in the city. Bebee had thought 
little of it. 

" They marry or they do not marry. That is as 
it may be," said Flamen, with a smile. "Beb6e, 
I must paint you as Greteheii before she made a 
love-dial of the daisies. "What is the story? Oh, 
I have told you stories enough. Gretchen's you 
would not understand, just yet." 

"But what did the daisies say to her?" 

" My dear, the daisies always say the same 
thing, because daisies always tell the truth and 
know men. The daisies always eay'a little;' it 
is the girl's ear that tricks her, and makes her 
hear ' till death,' — a folly and falsehood of which 
the daisy is not guilty," 

"But who says it if the daisy do not?" 

"Ah, the devil perhaps — who knows? He has 
so much to do in these things." 

But B^hee did not smile; she had a look of 
horror in her blue eyes; she belonged to a peas- 
antry who believed in exorcising the fiend by the 
aid of the cross, and who not so very many gener- 
ations before had driven him out of human bodies 
by rack and flame. 

She looked with a litlle wistful fear on the 
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white, goldeii-eyed marguerites that lay on her 
lap. 

" Do you think the fiend is in theae ?" she whis- 
pered, with awe in her voice. 

Fianien smiled. "When you count them he 
will be there, no doubt." 

Bebee threw them with a shudder on the grass. 

"Have I spoilt your holiday, dear?" he said, 
with a certain self-reproach. 

She waa silent a minute, then she gathered up 
the daisies again, and stroked them and put them 
to her lips. 

"It is not they that do wrong. You say the 
giria' ears deceive them. It is the girls who want 
a lie and will not believe a truth because it hum- 
bles them; it is the girls that are to blame, not 
the daisies. As for me, I will not ask the daisies 
anything ever, so the fiend will not enter into 
them." 

" Nor into you. Poor little Bebee !" 

" AVhy, you pity me for that V 

"Yes. Because, if women never see the serpent's 
face, neither do they ever scent the smell of the 
paradise roses; and it will be hard for you to die 
without a single rose d'amour in your pretty breast, 
poor little Bebee?" 

"I do not understand. But you frighten me a 
little." 

Ho rose and left hia easel and threw himself at 
her feet on the grass ; he took the little wooden 
shoes in his hands as reverently aa he would have 
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taken the broidered ehoes of a duchess; he looked 
up at her with tender, smiling eyea. 

"Poor little Bebee!" he said again. "Did I 
frighten you indeed ? Nay, that was very base of 
me. We will not spoil our summer holiday. There 
is no such thing as a fiend, my dear. There are 
only men — such as I am. Say the daisy spell. over 
for me, Bebee. See if I do not love you a little, 
just as you love your flowers." 

She smiled, and the happy laughter came again 
over her face. 

" Oh, I am sure you care for me a little," she 
said, softly, " or you would not be so good and get 
me hooks and give me pleasure ; and I do not want 
the daisies to tell me that, because you say it your- 
self, which is better." 

" Much better," he answered her dreamily, and 
lay there in the grass, holding the little wooden 
shoes in his hands. 

He was not in love with her. He was in no 
baste. lie preferred to play with her softly, slowly, 
as one separates the leaves of a rose, to see the deep 
rose of its heart. 

Her own ignorance of what she felt had a charm 
for him. He liked to lift the veil from her eyes by 
gentle degrees, watching each new pulse-beat, each 
fresh instinct tremble into life. 

It was an old, old story to him ; he knew each 
chapter and verse to weariness, though there still 
was no other story that be still read as often. But 
to her it was so new. 
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To him it was a long beaten track; he knew 
every turn of it ; he reeognizerl every wayside bloa- 
Bora; he had passed over a thousand times each 
tremnloua bridge; he knew so well beforehand 
where each shadow would fall, and where each 
fresh bud would blossom, and where each harvest 
would be reaped. 

But to her it was so new. 

She followed hira as a blind child a man that 
guides her through a garden and reads her a wonder 
tale. 

He was good to her, that was all she knew. 
"When he touched her ever so lightly she felt a 
happiness so perfect, and yet so unintelligible, that 
filie could have wished to die in it. 

And ia her humility and her ignorance she won- 
dered always how he — so great, so wise, so beauti- 
ful — eould have thought it ever worth his while to 
leave the paradise of Rubes' land to wait with hep 
under her little rush-tliatehed roof, and bring her 
here to see the green leaves and the living things 
of the forest. 

As they went, a man was going under the trees 
with a load of wood upon his back. Bebee gave a 
little cry of recognition. 

"Oh, look, that is Jeannot! IIow he will won- 
der to see me here !" 

Flamen drew her a little downward, so that the 
forester passed onward without perceiving them. 

"Why do you do that?" said B6bee. "Shall I 
not speak to him?" 
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" "Why ? To have all your neighbor-8 chatter of 
your feast in the forest? It is not worth while," 

"Ah, but I always tell them everything," said 
Be!)6e, whose imagination had been already busy 
with the wonders that she would unfold to Mfere 
Krelis and the Varnhart children, 

" Then you will see hut little of me, my dear. 
Learn to be silent, Bebee. It is a woman's first 
duty, though her hardest." 

"Is it?" 

She did not speak for some time. She could 
not imagine a state of things in which she would 
not narrate the little daily miracles of her life to 
the good old garrulous women and the little open- 
mouthed romps. And yet — she lifted her eyes to 
his. 

"I am glad you have told me that," she said. 
" Though indeed, I do not see why one should not 
say what one does, yet — somehow— I do not like 
to talk about you. It is like the pictures in the 
galleries, and the music in the cathedral, and the 
great still evenings, when the fields are all silent, 
and it is as if Christ walked abroad in them; — I 
do not know how to talk of those things to the 
others — oniy to you — and I do not like to talk 
about yoa to them — do you not know?" 

" Yes, I know. But what affinity have I, Beb6e, 
to your thoughts of your God walking in His corn- 
fields?" 

Bil'bee's eyes glanced down through the green 
aisle of the forests, with the musing seriousness in 
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them that was like the child-angels of Botticelli's 
dreams. 

*'I eannot tell you very well. But when I am 
in the fields at evening and think of Christ, I feel 
so happy, and of such good will to all the rest, 
and I seem to see heaven quite plain through the 
beautiful gray air where the stars are — and so I 
feel when I am with you — that is all. Only " ' 

"Only what?" 

" Only in those evenings, when I was all alone, 
heaven seemed up there, where the stars are, and 
I longed for wings; but now, it is here — and I 
would only shut my wtnga if I had them, and not 
stir," 

He looked at her, and took her hands and kissed 
them — but reverently — as a believer may kiss a 
shrine. In that moment to Flanien she was sacred; 
in that moment he could no more have hurt her 
with passion than he could have hurt her with a 
blow. 

It was an emotion with him, and did not endure. 
But whilst it lasted, it was true. 
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|ttjg'^g| TIEN lie took her to dine at one of the 
l^^l wooden cafes under the treea. There waa 
I f"'-^ ! a little sheet of water in front of it, and a 
gny garden around. There was a balcony and a 
wooden stairwLiy ; there were Jong trellised arbors, 
and little white tablen, and great rose-liuehes, like 
lier own at home. They had an arbor all to them- 
Belves; a cool eweet-smelling bower of green, with 
a glinipBe of scarlet from the flowers of some twist- 
ing beans. 

They had a meal, the like of which she had 
never seen; such a huge melon in the centre of it, 
and curious wines, and eoftee or cream in silver 
pots, or what looked like silver to her — "jnst like 
the altar-vaeea in the church," she eaid to herself. 

" If only the Varnhart children were here !" she 
cried ; but he did not echo the wish. 

It was just sunset. There was a golden glow on 
the little bit of water. On the other side of the 
garden some one waa playing a guitar. Under 
a lime-tree some girls were swinging, crying 
Higher! higher! at each toss. 

In a longer avenue of trellised green, at a long 
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tal)le, there waa a noisy party of students and girls 
of the city; their laughter whs mellowed by dis- 
tance as it came over the breadth of the garden, 
and they sang, with fresh shrill Flemish voices, 
eongs from an opera-boufl'e of La Monnaie. 

It waa al! pretty, and gay, and pleasant. 

There was everywhere about an air of light- 
hearted enjoyment. Beboe sat with a wondering 
look in lier wide-opened eyep, and al! the natural 
iiiHtincts of her youth, that were like curled -up 
fruit-buds in her, unclosed softly to the light of 

joy- 

"Is life always like this iu your Kubes' land?" 
she asked him; that vague far-away country of 
which she never asked him anything more definite, 
and which yet was so clear before her fancy. 

" Yes," he made answer to her. " Only — instead 
of those leaves, flowei's and pomegranates ; and in 
lien of that tiTikliiijj guitar, a voice whose notes are 
esteemed like king's jewels; and in place of those 
little green arbors, great white palaces, cool atid 
still, with ilex woods and orange groves and sap- 
phire seas beyond them. Would you like to conie 
there, B6b6e ? — and wear laces sucli as you weave, 
and hear singing and laughter all nifjlit long, and 
never work any more in the mould of the gardeii, 
or spin any more at that tiresome wheel, or go any 
more out in the wind, and the raiu, and the winter 
mud to the market?" 

Beb^e listened, leaning her round elbows oa 
the table, and her warm cheeks on her hands, as 
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a cliild gravely listens to a fairy storj-. But the 
siimptnoua picture, and the sensuous phrase he had 
chosen, passed by her. 

It is of no use to tempt the little chaffinch of the 
woods with a ruby instead of a cherry. The bird 
is made to feed on the brown berries, on the morn- 
ing dews, on the scarlet hips of roses, .and the 
blossoms of the wind-toased pear-boiighs ; the gem, 
though it be a monarch's, will only strike hard and 
tasteless on its beak. 

"IwouM like to see itall,"said Bebee, musingly 
trying to follmv out her thoughts. " But as for the 
garden-work and the epiuning— that I do not want 
to leave, because I liave done it al! my life; and I 
do not think I should care to wear lace— it wouM 
tear very soon ; one would bo afraid to run; and 
do you see I know how it is made — all that !ace, 
I know how blrud the eyes get over it, and how the 
hearts ache; I know how the old women starve, 
and the little children cry; I know that there is 
not a sprig of it that is not stitched with pain ; the 
great ladies do not think, I dare eay, because they 
have never worked at it or watched the others; 
but I have. And so, you see, I think if I wore 
it I should feel sad, and if a nail cauglit on it I 
should feel as if it were tearing the flesh of my 
friends. Perhaps I say it badly — but that is what I 
feel." 

"Ton do not say it badly — j'ou speak well, for 
you apeak from the heart," he answered her, and 
felt a tinge of shame that he Lad tempted her with 
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the gold and purple of a baser world than any that 
she knew. 

"And yet you want to see new lands ?" he pur- 
Bued, " "What is it jou want to see there ?" 

"Ah, quite other things than these," cried Bebee, 
still leaning her cheeks on her hands. " That 
dancing and singing is very pretty and merry, but 
it is just as good when old Clande fiddles and the 
children skip. This wine, you tell me, ia some- 
thing very great — hut fresh milk ia much nicer, I 
think. It is not those kind of things I want — I 
want to know all about the people who lived before 
us; I want to know what the stars are, and what 
the wind ia; I want to know where the lark goes 
when you lose him out of sight against the sun; 
I want to know how the old artists got to see God, 
that they could paint him and all his angels as they 
have done ; I want to know how the voices got into 
the bells, and how they can make one's heart beat, 
hanging up there as they do, all alone among the 
jackdaws; I want to know what it is when I walk 
in the fields in the morning, and it is ail gray and 
soft and still, and the corn-crake criea in the 
wheat, and the little mice run home to their holes, 
that makes me so glad and yet so sorrowful, as if 
I were so very near God, and yet so all alone, and 
such a little thing; because you see the mouse 
she has her hole, and the erako her own people, 

but I " 

Iler voice faltered a little and stopped : she had 
never before thought out into words her own lone- 



ly GoOglc 



riro LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. I73 

liness ; from tlie long green arbor the voices of the 
giria and the students sang — 

" Ah I le douic son d'un baiscr tondrel" 

Flamen was silent The poet in him — and in 
an artist there is always more or less of the poet — 
kept him back from ridicule, nay, moved' him to 
pity ami respect. 

They were absurdly simple words no doubt, had 
little wisdom in them, and were quite childish in 
their utterance, and yet they moved him curiously 
as a man very base and callous may at times be 
moved b}- the look in a dying deer's eyes, or by the 
sound of a song that some lost love once sang. 

lie rose and drew her hands away, and took her 
small face between his own hands instead. 

" Poor little Bebee !" he said gently, looking 
down on her with a breath tliat was almost a sigh. 
" Poor little Bebee ! — to cuvy the corn-crake and 
the mouse !" 

She was a little startled ; her cheeks grew very 
warm under his touch, but her eyes looked still 
into his without fear. 

lie stooped and touched her forehead with his 
lips, gently and without passion, almost reverently ; 
she grew rose-hued aa the bright bean-flowers, up 
to the light gold ripples of her hair; she trembled 
a little and drew back, but she was not alarmed 
nor yet ashamed ; she was too simple of heart to 
feel the fear that is burn of passion and of eon- 
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It was as Joaiinot kissed his sister Marie, who 
was fifteen years old iiiid sold milk for the Krchs 
people in the villages with a little green cart and 
a yellow dog — no more. 

And yet the sunny arbor leaves and the glimpse 
of the blue sky swam round her indistinctly, and 
the sounds of the guitar grew dull upon her ear 
and were lost as in a rushing hiss of water, because 
of the great sudden uuintelligible happiness that 
seemed to bear her little life away on it as a sea 
wave bears a young child oif its feet, 

"You do not feel alone now, Bebee?" he whis- 
pered to her. 

"No!" she answered him softly under her breath, 
and sat still, while all her body quivered like a 
leaf. 

No; how could she ever he alone now that this 
sweet, soft, unutterable touch would always be in 
memory upon her; how could she wish ever again' 
now to he the corn-crake in the summer corn or 
the gray mouse in the hedge of hawthorn? 

At that moment a student went by past the 
entrance of the arbor; he had a sash round hia 
loins and a paper feather in his cap ; he was play- 
ing a fife and dancing; he glanced in as he went. 

'* It is time to go home, Bebee," said Flamen. 
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^^^|0 it came to pass that B^b^e's day in the 
R^S| big forest came and went aa simply almost 
li j^^m i m any day that she had played away with 
the Vanihart children under the beech shadows of 
Cambre woods. 

And when he took her to her hut at sunset before 
the pilgrims had returned there was a great be- 
wildered tumult of happiness in her heart, but 
there was no memory with her that prevented her 
from looking at the shrine in the wall as she passed 
it, and saying with a quick gesture of the cross on 
brow and bosom, — 

"Ah, dear Holy Mother — how good you have 
been ! and I am back again, you see, and I will 
work harder than ever because of all this joy that 
you have given me." 

And she took another moss-rose and changed it 
for that of the morning, which was faded, and said 
to Flam en, — 

" Look — she sends you this. Now' do you know 
what I mean? One is more content when She is 
content." 

He did not answer, but he held her hands 
175 
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against hira a moment as they fastened in the 
rosebud. 

"Not a word to the pilgrims, Beb6e — you re- 
member?" 

" Yes, I will remember. I do not tell them every 
time I pray — it will be like being silent about that 
— it will be no more wrong than that." 

But there was a touch ot anxiety in the words; 
she was not quite certain ; ehe wanted to be re- 
assured. Instinct moved her not to speak of him : 
but habit made it seem wrong to her to have any 
secret from the people who had been about her 
from her birth. 

lie did not reassure her ; her anxiety was pretty 
to watch, and he left the trouble in her heart like 
a bee in the chalice of a lily. Besides, the little 
wicket-gate was between them ; he was musing 
whether he would push it open once more. 

Her fate was in the balance, though she did not 
dream it : he had dealt with her tenderly, honestly, 
sacredly all that day — almost as much so as stupid 
Jeannot could have done. lie had been touched 
by her trust in him, and by the unconscious beauty 
of her fancies, into a mood that was unlike all his 
life and habits. But after all, he said to himself — 

After all ! — 

"Where he slood in the golden evening he saw 
the rosy curled mouth, the soft troubled eyes, the 
little brown hands that still tried fo fasten the rose- 
bud, the young peach-like skin where the wind 
stirred the bodice ; — she was only a little Flemish 
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peasant, this poor little Belies, a little thing of the 
fields and the streets, for all the dreams of God 
thiit abode with her. After all — soon or late — the 
end would be always the same. What matter! 

She would weep a little to-morrow, and she would 
not kneel any more at the shrine in the garden 
wall; and then — and then — she would stay here 
and marry the good boor Jeannot, just the same 
after awhile ; or drift away after him to Paris, and 
leave her two little wooden shoes, and her visions 
of Christ in the fields at evening, behind her for 
.evermore, and do as all the others did, and take not 
only silken stockings but the Cinderella slipper 
that is called Gold, which brings all other good 
things in its train ; — what matter! 

Ke had meant this from the first, because she 
was so pretty, and those little wooden sabots ran 
BO lithely over the stones; though he was not in 
love with her, hut only idly stretched his hand for 
her as a child by instinct stretches to a fruit that 
hangs in the sun a little rosier and a little nearer 
than the rest. 

"What matter — he said to himself — she loved him, 
poor little soul, though she did not know it — and 
there would always be Jeannot glad enough of a 
handful of bright French gold. 

lie pushed the gate gently against her ; her hands 
fastened the rosebud and drew open the latch them- 
selves, 

" "Will you come in a tittle?" she said, with the 
happy light in her face. " ^ou must not stay long, 
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because tlie flowers must be watered, and then 
there are AMneraie's patterns — they must be done 
or ehe will have no money and eo tio food — but if 
yon would come in for a little ? And aee — if yoti 
wait a minute Twill show you the roaes that I shiiU 
cut to-morrow the first thing, and take down to St. 
Guido to Our Lady's altar in thank-oftering for 
to-day, I should like you to chooee them — you 
yourself — and if you would just touch them I should 
feel as if you gave them to her too. "Will j'ou ?" 

She spoke with the pretty outspoken frankness 
of her habitual speech, just tempered and broken 
with the happy, timid hesitation, the curious sense 
at once of closer nearness and of greater distance, 
that had come on her since he had kissed her 
among the bright bean-flowers. 

lie turned from her quickly. 

"Jio, dear— no. Gather your roses alone, Beb^e 
— if I touch them their leaves will fall." 

Then, with a hurriedly backward glance down 
the dusky lane to see that none were looking, he 
bent hie head and kissed her again quickly and 
with a sort of shame, and swung the gate behind 
him and went away through the boughs and the 
shadows. 
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^^^EBEE looked sifter him wistfully tilt his 

F*— "M The village was very quiet ; a dog hark- 
ing afar oiF and a cow lowing in tlie meadow were 
the only living things that made their presence 
heard ; the pilgrims had not returned. 

She leaned on the gate a few minutea in that in- 
distinct, dreamy happiness which is the prerogative 
of innocent love. 

"How wonderful it is that he should give a 
thought to me!" she said again and again to her- 
self. It was as if a king had stooped for a little 
knot of daisied grass to set it in his crown where 
the great diamonda should he. 

She did not reason. She did not question. She 
did not look beyond that hour — such is the privi- 
lege of youth. 

" How I will read ! How I will learn ! How 
wise I will try to he; and how good, if I can !" 
she thought, swaying the little gate lightly under 
her weight, and looking with glad eyes ut the 
goats as they frisked with their young in the pas- 
ture on the other side of the big trees, whilst one 
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by one the stars came out, and an ow! hooted from 
the palace-woods, and the frogs croaked good-niglit3 
in the rushes. 

Then, like a little day-laborer as she was, with 
the habit of toil and the need of the poor upon 
her from her birth op, she shut down the latch of 
the gate, kissed it where hia hand had rested, and 
went to the well to draw its nightly draught for the 
dry garden. 

" Oh, dear roses!" she said to them as she rained 
the silvery showers over tlieir nodding heads. " Oh, 
dear rosea! — tell me — was ever anybody so happy 
as I am? Oh, if you say 'yes' I shall tell you 
you lie; silly flowers that were only born yester- 
day !" 

But the roses shook the water ofl' them in the 
wind, and said, as she wished them to say, — 

"No — no one — ever before, Bebee — no one ever 
hefore." 

For roses, like everything else upon earth, only 
6peak what our own heart puts into them. 

An old man went past up the lane; old Jehan, 
who was too ailing and aged to make one of the 
pilgrimage. lie looked at the little quiek-moving 
form, grayish white in the etarliglit, with the dark 
copper vessel balanced on her head, going to and 
fro betwixt the well and the garden. 

" You did not go to the pilgrimage, poor little 
one !" he said across the sweet-brier hedge. "Nay, 
that was too bad; work, work, work — thy pretty 
back should not be bent double yet. You want 
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a holiday, Bebee; well, the Fete Dieu is near. 
Jeaiinot shall take yoii, and maybe I can find a 
few sous for gingerbread and merry-go-rounds. 
You eit dull in the market ail day; you want a 
feast." 

Bebee colored behind the hedge, aiid ran in and 
brought three new-laid eggs that she had left in the 
flour-bin in the early morning, and thrust them on 
him through a break in the biier. It was the first 
time she had ever done anything of which she 
might not apeak; she was ashamed, and yet the 
secret was so sweet to her. 

"I am verj' happy, Jehan, thank God!" she 
murmured, with a tremulous breath and a shine 
in her eyes that the old man's ears and sight were 
too dull to discern. 

"So was she," muttered Jehan, as he thrust the 
eggs into his old patched blue blouse, " So was 
she. And then a stumble — a blow in the lane 
there — a horse's kick — and all was over. All over, 
my pretty one — for ever and ever." 
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CHAPTER XX. 

^^^|N a sudden impulse Flamen, going through 
I^ffil the woodiuud sliadowa to the city, paused 
Ei'^V^I and turned back; all his impulses were 
quick, and swayed him now hither uovv thither in 
ntiuiy contrary ways. 

lie knew that the hour was come — that he must 
leave her and spare her, as to himself he phrased 
it, or teach her the love words that the daisies 
whisper to women. 

And why not? — any way she would marry 
Jeaiinot. 

lie, half-way to the town, walked back again and 
paused a moment at the gate; an emotion half 
pitiful, half cynical, stirred in him. 

Anyway he would leave her in a few days ; Paris 
had again opened her arms to him ; his old life 
awaited him ; women who claimed him by impe- 
rious amorous demands reproached him ; ana after 
all this day he had got (he Gretchen of his ideal, a 
groat picture for the future of his fame. 

As he would leave her anyway so 80on, he would 
leave her unscathed — poor little tield-flower-^he 
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could never take it witb him to blossom or wither 
in Paris. 

Ills world would laugh ton utterly if he made for 
himself a mistress out of a little Fleming in two 
wooden shoes. Besides — 

Besides, something that was half weak and half 
noble moved him not to lead this child, in her 
trust and her ignorance, into ways that when she 
awakened from her trance would seem to her 
shameful and full of sorrow. For he knew that 
Bbb6e was not as others are. 

lie turned hack and knocked at the hut door and 
opened it. 

Behue was just beginning to undress herself; she 
had taken oft' her white kerchief and her wooden 
shoes; her pretty shoulders and her little neck 
shone white in the moon ; her feet were bare on 
the mud floor. 

She started with a cry and threw the handker- 
chief again on her shoulders, but there was no fear 
of him ; only the unconscious instinct of her girl- 
hood. 

lie thought for a moment that he woilld not go 
flway until the morrow , 

"Did you want me?" said Bebee softly, with 
happy eyes of surprise and 3"et a little startled, 
fearing some evil might have happened to him 
that he should have returned thus. 

" No ; I do not want you, dear," he said gently ; 
no — he did not want her, poor little eoul ; she 
wanted him, but he — there were so many of these 
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things in his life, and he liked her too well to love 
her. 

"No, dear, I did not want you," said Flamen, 
drawing her arms about him, and feeling her 
flutter like a little bird, while the moonlight came 
in through the green leaves and fell in fanciful 
patterns on the floor. "But I came to say — joa 
have had one happy day, wholly happy, have you 
not, poor little B6b6e ?" 

" Ah, yes !" she sighed rather than said the an- 
swer in her wondrous gladness; drawn there close 
to him, with tlie softness of his lips upon her. 
Could he have come back only to ask that ? 

" Well, that is something. You will remember 
it always, Bebee?" he murmured in his uncon- 
scious cruelty. "I did not wish to spoil your 
cloudless pleasure, dear — for you care for me a 
little, do you not? — so I came back to toll you 
only now that I go away for a little while to- 
morrow," 

" G-o away!" 

She trembled in his arms and turned cold as ice ; 
a great terror and darkness fell upon her; she had 
never thought that he would ever go away. IIo 
caressed her, and played with her as a boy may 
with a bird before he wrings its neck. 

"You will come back?" 

He kissed her: — "Surely." 

"To-morrow ?" 

"N^ay — not so soon," 

"In a week?" 
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"JlarJly." 

" In a nioiitli, tlieii ?" 

" Perhaps." 

" Before winter, anyivay ?" 

He looked aside from the heaeeehing, tearful, 
candid eyes, and kiaaed her hair and her throat, 
and eaid, "Yea, dear — beyond a doubt." . 

She clung to him, crying silently — he wished 
that womeii would not weep. 

" Come, Eebee, listen," he said coaxiiigly, think- 
ing to break the bitterness to her. "This is not 
wise, and it gives me pain. There is ao much for 
you to do. You know so little. There is bo mnch 
to learn. I will leave you many books, and j'ou must 
grow quite learticd In my absence. The Virgin is 
all very well in her way, but she cannot teach us 
much, poor lady. For her kingdom is called Igno- 
rance. You must teach yourself, I leave yon that 
to do. The days will go by quickly if you are labo- 
rious and patient. Do yon love me, little one?" 

For an answer she kissed his hand. 

" You are a busy little Beb6e always," he said, 
with hia lips caressing her soft brown arma that 
were pound his neck. "But you must be busier 
than ever whilst I am gone. So you will forget. 
No, no, I do not mean that: — I mean so the time 
will pass quickest. And I shall finish your picture, 
Bebee, and ali Paris will see yon, and the great 
ladies will envy the little girl with her two wooden 
shoes. Ah! that does not please you? — you care 
for none of these vanities. No. Poor littie Eeb^e, 
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why did God make you, or Chance breathe life into 
you ? You are so far away from us all. It was cruel. 
Wliat harm has your poor little soul ever done that, 
pure as a flower, it should have been sent to the 
heU of this world?" 

She clung to him, sobbing without sound. "You 
will come back? You will come back?" she 
moaned, clasping him closer and closer. 

Flaraen'a own eyes grew dim. But he lied to 
her: — "I wilt — I promise." 

It was so much easier to say so, and it would 
break her sorrow. So he thought. 

For the moment again he was tempted to take 
her with him — but, he resisted it— -he would tire, 
and she would cling to him forever. 

There was a long silence. The bleating of the 
little kid in the shed without was the only sound; 
the gray lavender blew to and fro. 

Her arms were close about his throat; he kissed 
them again, and kissed her eyes, her cheek, her 
mouth; then put her from him quiekly and went 
out. 

She ran to him, and threw herself on the damp 
ground and held him there, and leaned her fore- 
head on his feet. But though he looked at her 
with wet eyes, he did not yield, and he still 
said, — 

" I will come back soon — very soon — be quiet, 
dear, let me go." 

Then he kissed her once more many times, and 
put her gently within the door and closed it. 
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A low, sharp, sudden cfy reached him, went to 
his heart, but he did not turn ; he went on through 
the wet, green little garden, and the curling leaves, 
where he had found peace and had left deso- 

kttOD. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

" I^^^ WILL let her alone and she will marry 

PS 1=1 J^^""Ot," thought Flamen; aiid lie he- 

B^*^^! lieved himself a good man for once in 

his life, and pitied himself for having become a 

eentimeiitalist. 

She would marry Jeamiot, and bear many chil- 
dren, as those people always did; and ruddy little 
peasants would cling about those pretty, soft, little 
breasts of hers; and she would love them after 
the manner of sneh women, and be very content 
clattering over the stones in her wooden shoes; 
and growing brown and stout, and more careful 
after money, and ceasing to dream of unknown 
things, and not seeing God at all in the fields, 
but looking low and beholding only the ears of 
the gleaning wheat and the feet of the tottering 
children; and so gaining her broad, and losing 
her soul, and stooping nearer and nearer to earth 
till she dropped into it like one of her own wind- 
blown wall-flowers when the bee has sucked out 
all its sweetness and the heats have scorched up 
all its bloom : — yes, of course, she would marry 
Jeannot and end so ! 
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Meanwhile he had his Gretcheo, and that was 
the one great matter. 

So he left the street of Mary of Burgundy, and 
went on hia way out of the chiming city as its 
matin bella were rung, and took witlt him a certain 
regret, and the only innocent affection that had 
ever awakened in him ; and thought of his self- 
negation with half admiration and half derision ; 
and BO drifted away into the whirlpool of his 
amorous, cynieai, changeful, passionate, callous, 
many-colored life, and said to himself as he saw 
the last line of the low green plains shine against 
the sun, — "She will marry Jeannot — of course, 
she will marry Jeannot. And my Gretchen is 
greater than Scheffer's." 

What else mattered very much, after all, except 
what they would say in Paris of Gretchen? 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

JUjiStg^l EOPLE paw that Bebee had grown very 
u«a quiet. But that was a!l they saw. 
1 "^^' Her little face waa pale as ehe sat among 
her glowing autumn blossoms, by tlie aide of the 
cobbler's stall; and when the Varnhart children 
cried at tlie gate to her to come and play, she 
would answer gently that she was too busy to have 
play-time now. 

The fruit-girl of the Montagne de la Coiir hooted 
after her, " Gone so soon ? — oh he ! what did I say? 
— a tine pine ia sugar in the teeth a second only, 
but the brown nuts you may crack all the seasons 
round. Well, did you make good harvest while it 
lasted ? has Jeannot a fat bridal portion promised ?" 

And old Jehan, who was the tenderest soul of 
them all in the lane by the swans' water, would 
come and look at her wistfully as she worked 
among the flowers, and would say to her, — 

"Dear little one, there is some trouble — doea it 
come of that painted picture? Tou never laugh 
now, Beb^e, and that ia bad. A girl's laugh ia 
pretty to hear; my girl laughed like little bells 
ringing — and then it stopped, all at once ; they said 
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she was dead. But you are not dead, Eebee. And 
yet 3'oii are so silent; one would say jou were." 

iiut to the niocldiLg of the frnit-girl, as to the 
tenderness of old Jehan, Bebec answered nothing; 
the lines of her pretty curled mouth grew grave 
and sad, and in her eyes there was a wistful be- 
wildered pathetic appeal like the look in the eyea 
of a beaten dog, which, while it aches with pain, 
does not cease to love its master. 

One resolve upheld her, and made her feet firm 
on the stones of the streets and her lips mute under 
all they said to her. She would learn all she could, 
and be good, and patient, and wise, if trying could 
make her wise, and so do his will in all things — 
uutii ho should come back. 

"You are not gay, Behee," said Aniiemie, who 
grew BO blind that she could scarce see the flags at 
the mastheads, and who still thouglit that she 
pricked the lace patterns and earned her bread. 

" You are not gay, dear. Has any lad gone to 
sea that your heart goes away with, and do you 
watch for his ship coming in with the coasters ? It 
is wearj' work waiting — but it is all the men think 
us fit for, child. They may set sail as they like; 
every new port has new faces for them ; but we are 
to sit still and to pray if we like, and never mur- 
mur, be the voyage ever so long, but be ready with 
a smile aiid a kiss, a fresh pipe of tobacco, and a 
dry pair of socks; — that is a man. We, may have 
cried our hearts out— we must have ready the pipe 
and the socks, or, ' Is that what you call love ?' they 



,y Google 



192 ''l*'0 LITTLE WOODEN SHOES. 

grumble. You want mortal patience if you love a 
man, — it ia like a fretful chiM that tluimps you 
when your breaat is bare to it. Still — be you 
patient, dear, just as I am, just as I am." 

And Bebee would shudder as she swept the cob- 
webs from the garret walls, — patient as she was — 
8he who had sat here fifty years watching for a 
dead man and for a wrecked ship. 
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CHAPTER XSIII. 

[teJ^^IIE wheat was reapen in the fields, and the 
iSw* lirowii earth turned afresh. The white and 
Iry^tfTwl purple chrysatitliemnnis bloomed against 
the flowerless rose-hushea, and the little gray Mich- 
aelmas diiiay flourished where the dead carnations 
had spread their glories. Leaves began to fall 
and chilly winds to sigh among the willows ; the 
squirrels began to store away their nuts, and the 
poor to piok up the broken, bare boughs. 

" He said he would come before winter," thought 
Beboe, every day when she rose and felt each morn- 
ing cooler and grayer than the one before it; winter 
was neap. 

Iler little feet already were cold in their wooden 
shoes; and the robin already sang in the twigs 
of the sear sweet-brier ; but she had the brave 
sweet faith which nothing kills, and she did not 
doubt — oh ! no, she did not doubt, she was only 
tired. 

Tired of the strange, sleepless, feverish nights; 
tired of the long, dull, empty days; tired of watch- 
ing down the barren, leafless lane ; tired of hearken- 
ing breathless to each step on the rustling dead 
IT n 193 
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leaves ; tired of looking always, alwa3-s, always, into 
tlie rudily autuinii eveiiirigs and the cold atitiimn 
etiirlight, and never hearing what she listened for, 
never seeing what she sought ; tired as a child may 
be, lost in a wood, and wearily wearing its small 
strength and breaking its young heart in search 
of the track forever missed, of the home forever 
beyond ihe horizon. 

Siill she did her work and kept her courage. 

She took her way into the town with lier basket 
full of the rnhy and amber of the dusky autumn 
bloasoma, and when those fiiiled, and the garden 
was quite desolate, except for a promise of haws 
and of holly, she went, as she bad always done, 
to the lace-rooin, and gained her bread and the 
chickens' corn each day by winding the thread 
round the bobbins; and at nightfall, when s!ie bad 
plodded home through tlie darksome roads and 
over tlie sodden turf, and had lit her rushlight and 
sat down to her books, with her hand buried in . 
her bair, and her eyes smarting from the strain of 
the lace-work, and her heart aching with that new 
and deadly pain which never left her now, she 
would read — read — read — read, and try and store 
her brain with knowledge, and try and grasp these 
vast new meanings of life that the books opened to 
her, and try and grow less ignorant against he 
should return. 

There was much she could not understand, but 
there was also much she could. 

Her miiid was delicate aud quick, her intelli- 
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gence swift and strong; she bought old books at 
bookstalls witli pence that she saved by going with- 
out her dinner. The keeper of the stall, a ehrewd 
old soul, explained some hard points to her, and 
chose good volumes for her, and lent others to this 
Bolitary littie student in her wooden shoes and with 
her pale child's face. 

So she toiled hard and learned ranch, and grew 
taller and very thin, and got a look in her eyes like 
a lost dog's, and yet never lost heart or wandered 
in the task that he had set her, or in her faith iu 
his return. 

"Burn the books, Betiee," whispered the 
children again and again, clinging to her skirts. 
"Burn the wicked, silent things. Since you have 
had them you never sing, or romp, or laugh, and 
you look so white — so white." 

Bebee kissed them, but kept to her books. 

Jeannot going by from the forest night after 
night saw the light twinkling in the hut window, 
and sometimes crept softly up and looked through 
the chinks of the wooden shutter, and saw her 
loaning over some big old volume with her pretty 
brows drawn together, and her mouth shut close 
in earnest effort, and he would curse the man who 
had changed her so, and go away with rage in his 
breast and tears in his eyes, not daring to say any 
thing, but knowing that never would Bebee's little 
brown hand lie in love within his own. 

Nor even in friendship, for he had rashly spoken 
rough words against the stranger from Itubes' 
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land, and Bebee ever since then had passed him 
hy with a grave simple greeting, and when he had 
brought her in timid gifts a barrow-load of fagots, 
had thanked him, but had bidden him take the 
wood home to his mother. 

"You think evil things of me, Bebee?" good 
Jeannot had pleaded, with a sob in his voice; and 
she had answered gently, — 

" No ; but do not speak to me, that ia all," 

Then he had cursed her absent lover, and Eebee 
gone within and closed her door. 

She had no idea that the people thought ill of 
her. They were cold to her, and Bueh coldness 
made her heart aehe a little more. Bat the one 
great love in her possessed her so strongly that all 
other things were half unreal. 

She did her daily housework from sheer habit, 
and she studied because he had told her to do it, 
and because with the sweet, stubborn, credulous 
faith of her youth, she never doubted that he would 
return. 

Otherwise there was no perception of real life in 
her ; she dreamed and prayed, and prayed and 
dreamed, and never ceased to do either one or the 
other, even when she was scattering potato-peels to 
the fowls, or shaking carrots loose of the soil, or 
sweeping the snow from her hut door, or going out 
in the raw dark dawn as the single little Bad bell 
of St. Guido tolled through the stillness for the 
first mass. 

For though even Father Francis looked angered 
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at her because he thought she was stubborn, and 
hid some truth and some shame from him at con- 
fession, yet she wont resolutely and oftener than 
ever to kneel in the dusty, dusky, crumbling old 
church, for it was all she could do for hira who 
was absent — so she thought — and she did not feel 
quite .so far away from him when she was be- 
seeching Christ to have care of his soul and of 
his body. 

Alt her pretty dreams were dead. 

She never heard any story in the robin's song, 
or saw any promise in the sunset clouds, or fancied 
that angels came about her in the night — never now. 

The tields were gray and sad ; the birda were 
little brown things; the stars were cold and far off; 
the people she had used to care for were like mere 
shadows that went by her meaningless and without 
interest, and all she thought of was the one step 
that never came ; ait she wanted was the one touch 
she never felt. 

"You have done wrong, Bebee, and you will not 
own it," said the few neighbors who ever spoke to 
her. 

Bebec looked at them with wistful, uncompre- 
hending eyes. 

" I have done no wrong," she said gently, but no 
one believed her. 

A girl did not shut herself up and wane pale and 
thin fornothing, so they reasoned. She might have 
sinned as she had liked if she had been sensible 
after it, and married Jeannot. 
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But to fret mutelj, and shut her lips, and seem 
as though she had done nothing — that was guilt 
indeed. 

For her village, in its small way, thought aa the 
hig world thinks. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

l^^^iULL winter came. 

n EBW The BDow was deep, and the winds drove 
lr-'*^*M^I jijg people with whips of ice along the 
dreary country roads and the steep streets of the 
city. The bells of the dogs and the raulea sounded 
sadly through the white misty silence of the Flem- 
ish plains, and the weary horses slipped and fell on 
the frozen ruts and on the jagged stones in the little 
frost-shut Flemish towns. Still the Flemish folk 
were gay enough in many places. 

There were fairs and kermessea; there were pup- 
pet-plays and church-feasts; there were sledges on 
the plains and skates on the canals ; there were 
warm woolen hoods and ruddy wood-fires ; there 
were tales of demons and saints, and bowla of hot 
onion sonp; sugar images for the little children, 
and blessed beads for the maidens clasped on rosy 
throats with lovers' kisses ; and in the city itself 
there was the high tide of the winter pomp and 
mirth, with festal scenes in the churches, and balls 
at the palaces, and all manner of gay things in toys 
and jewels, and music playing cheerily under the 
leafless trees, and flashes of scarlet cloth, and 
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shining fiira, and happy facea, and golden curls, in 
the carriagea that climbed the Montague de la 
Cour, and tilled the big place around the atatue of 
stout Godfrey. 

In the little village above St. Guido, Bebee's 
neighbors were merry too, in their simple way. 

The women worked away wearily at their lace 
in the dim winter light, and made a wretched living 
by it, but all the same they got penny playthings 
for their babies, and a bit of cake for their Sunday 
hearth. They drew together in homely and cordial 
friendship, and of an afternoon when dusk fell wove 
their lace in company in Mfere'Krebs's milt-house 
kitchen, with the children and the doga at their 
feet on the bricks, so that one big fire might serve 
for all, and all be lighted with on-e big rush candle, 
and all be beguiled by chit-chat and songs, stories 
of spirits, and whispers of ghosts, and now and then 
^hen the wind howled at its worst, a paternoster 
or two said in common for the men toiling in the 
barges or drifting up the Scheldt. 

In these gatherings B6b6e's face was missed, and 
the blithe soft sound of her voice, like a young 
thrush singing, was never heard. 

The people looked in, and saw her sitting over a 
great open book — often her hearth had no fire. 

Then the children grew tired of asking her to 
play; and their elders began to shake their heads; 
she was so pale and so quiet, there must be some 
evil ill it — so they began to think. 

Little by little people dropped away from her. 
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Who knew, the gossips said, what shame or sin the 
child might not have on her sick little soul? 

True, Bebee worked hard just the same, and 
just the same waa seen trudging to and fro in the 
dusk of dawns and afteruofins in her two little 
wooden shoes. She waa gentle and laborious, and 
gave the children her goat's milk, and the old 
women the brambles of her garden. 

But they grew afraid of her — afraid of that ead, 
changeless, far-away look in her eyes, and of the 
mute weariness that was on her— and, being per- 
plexed, were sure, tike all ignorant creatures, that 
what was secret must be also vile. 

So they hung aloof, and let her alone, and by- 
and-by scarcely nodded as they passed her, but said 
to Jeannot, — 

"You were spared a bad thing, lad; the child 
was that grand painter's light-o'-love, that is plain 
to see. The mischief all comes of the stuff old 
Antoine lilled her head with — a stray little by- 
blow of ehiekweed that he cockered up like a rare 
carnation. Oh! do not fly in a rage, Jeannot; the 
child is no good, and would have made an honest 
man rue. Take heart of grace, and praise the 
saints, and marry Katto's Lisa." 

But Jeannot would never listen to the slanderera, 
and would never look at Lisa, even though the 
door of the little hut was always closed against 
him, and whenever he met Bebee on the highway 
ehe never seemed to see him more than she saw 
the snow that her sabots were treading. 



,y Google 



202 ''IfO IJTTLE WOODEN SHOES. 

One night in the midwinter-time old Annemie 
died. 

Beb6e found her in the twilight with her head 
against the garret window, niid her left side ail 
shriveled and useless. She had a little sense left, 
and a few fleeting breaths to draw. 

" Look for the brig," she muttered. " You will 
not see the flag at the masthead for the fog to- 
night; but his socks are dry and his pipe ia ready. 
Keep looking — keep looking — she will bo in port 
to-night." 

But her dead sailor never eamo into port; she 
went to him. The poor, weakened, faitlifiil old 
body of her was laid in the graveyard of the poor, 
and tlie ships came and went under the empty 
garret window, and Bebee was all atone. 

She had no more anything to work for, or any 
bond with the lives of others. She could live on 
the roots of her garden and the sale of her hens' 
eggs, and she could change the turnips and earrota 
that grew in a little strip of her ground for the 
quantity of bread that she needed. 

So she gave herself up to the books, and drew 
herself more and more within from the outer 
world. She did not know that the neighbors 
thought very evil of her ; she had only one idea in 
her mind — to be more worthy of him against he 
should return. 

The winter passed away somehow; she did not 
know how. 

It was a long, cold, white blank of frozen 
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Bilence; that was all. She studied hard, and had 
got a quaint, strange, deep, scattered knowIeiJge 
out of her old books; her face had lost all its 
roundness and color, but, instead, the forehead 
had gained breadth and the eyes had the dim fire 
of a student's. 

Every night when she shut her volumes she 
thought, — 

"I am a little nearer him. I know a little 
more." 

Just so every morning, when she bathed her 
hands in the chilly water, she thought to herself, 
" I wilt make my skin as soft aa I can for him, that 
it may be like the ladies' he has loved." 

Love to be perfect must be a religion, as well aa 
a passion. Behee's was so. Like George Her- 
bert's serving-maiden, she swept no specks of dirt 
away from a floor without doing it to the service 
of her lord. 

Only Uebee's lord was a king of earth, made of 
earth's dust and vanities. 

But what did she know of that 1 
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URn^^lTIE winter went by, and the snow-drops and 
^^8 croeiiR and pale liepatica amiled at her from 
'^*^™' the black clods. Every other spring-time 
Bebee had run with fleet feet under the budding 
trees down into the city, and had sold sweet little 
wet bunches of violets and brier before al! the anow 
was melted from the eaves of the Broodhuis. 

"The winter is gone," the townspeople used to 
say; "look, there is B4b6e with the flowers." 

But this year they did not see the little figure 
itself like arosy crocus standing against the browa 
timbers of the Maison do Eoi. 

Bebee had not heart to pluck a single blossom 
of them all. She let them ail live, and tended 
thera so that the little garden should look its best 
and brightest to him when his hand should lift its 
latch. 

Only he was so long coming — so very long; the 
violets died away, and tho tirst rosebuds came ia 
their stead, and still Bebee looked every dawn and 
every nightfall vainly down the empty road. 

Nothing kills young creatures like the bitterness 
of waiting. 
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"Piiin they will bear, and privation they will ptisa 
tlirough, fire and water and Btorm will not appal 
them, nor wrath of heaven and earth, but waiting 
— the long, tedious, sickly, friendless days, that 
drop one by one in their eternal sameness into the 
weary past, these kill slowly but surely, as the slow 
dropping of water freta away rock. 

The summer came. 

Nearly a year had gone by, Beb^e worked early 
and late. The garden bloomed like one big rose, 
and the neighbors shook tlieir heads to see the 
flowers blossom and fall without bringing in a 
single coin. 

She lierself spoke less seldom than ever, and 
DOW when old Jehan, who never had understood 
the evil tlioughts of his neighbors, asked her what 
ailed her that she looked so pale and never stirred 
down to the city, now her courage failed her, and 
the tears brimmed over her eyes, and she could not 
call up a brave brief word to answer him. Yor 
the time was so long, and she was so tired. 

Still she never doubted that her lover would 
come back : he had said he would come ; she was 
as sure that lie would come as she was sure that 
God came in the midst of the people when the 
silver bell rang and the Host was borne by on 
high. 

liebee did not heed much, but she vaguely felt 
the isolation she was left in : as a child too young 
to reason feels cold and feels hunger. 

*' No one wants me here now that Antiemie is 
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gone," slie thought to herself, as the aweet green 
spring days uiit'uided themselves one by one like 
the buds of the brier-rose hedges. 

And no\y and then even the loyal little soul of 
her gave way, and sobbing on her lonely bed in 
the long dark nights, she would cry out against 
him, " Oh, why not have left me alone ? I was so 
happy— 80 happy !" 

And then she would reproach herself with trea- 
son to iiim and ingratitude, and hate herself and 
feel guilty in her own sight to have thus sinned 
against him in thought for one single instant. 

For, there are natures in which the generosity of 
love is ao strong that it feels its own just pain to 
be disloyalty ; and B^bee's was one of them. And 
if lie had killed her she would have died hoping 
only that no moan had escaped her under the blow 
that ever could accuse him. 

These natures, utterly innocent by force of self- 
accusation and selt-abasenient, sufter at once the 
torment of the victim and the criminal. 



,y Google 




CHAPTER XXVI. 

k^^N^XE ciay in the May weather she sat wUhiii- 
I|§kI doors wirh a great hook npoii her tahle, 
IVViii but no sight for it in her aeliing eyes. The 
starling hopped to and fro on the snniiy floor; the 
bees boomed in the [lorch ; the tinlde of sheep's 
beils eame in on the stillness. Ali w:i3 peaeeful 
and happy except the little weary, breakinj;, deso- 
late heart that beat in her like a earned bird's. 

"He will come; lam sare he will come," she 
said to herself; but she was bo tired, and it was so 
long — oh, dear God !— so very long. 

A hand tapped at the lattice. The shrill voice 
of Reine, the sabot-maker's wife, broken with 
anguish, called through the hanging ivj, — 

" Beb^e, yon are a wicked one, they say, bnt the 
only one there is at homo in the village this day. 
Get yoii to town for the love of Heaven, and send 
Doctor Max hither, for my pet, my flower, my child 
lies dying, and not a soul near, and phe black as a 
coa! with choking — go, go, go ! — and Mary will for- 
give yoii your sins. Save the little one, dear Beble, 
do you hear? and I will pray God and speak fair 
the neighbors for you. Go !" 
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Bebee rose up, startled bj the now unfamiliar 
eoiind of a human voice, and looked at the breath- 
less motlier with e^es of pitying wonder. 

"Surely I will go," she said, genlly ; "but there 
IB no need to bribe me. .1 have not sinned greatly 
— that I know." 

Then she went out quiddy and ran through the 
lanea and into the city for the sick child, and found 
the wise man, and sent him, and did the errand 
rather in a sort of sorrowful sympathetic instinct 
than in any reasoning eonaeiousneaa of doing good. 

When she was moving through the once-famil- 
iar and happy ways as the sun was setting on the 
golden fronts of the old houses, and the chimes 
were ringing from the many-towers, a strange 
sense of unreality, of non-existence, fell npim her. 

Could it be she? — she indeed — who had gone 
there the year before the gladdest thing that the 
earth bore, with no care except to shelter her 
flowers from the wind, and keep the freshest blos- 
soms for the burgomaster's housewife? 

She did not think thus to herself; but a vague 
doubt that she could ever have been the little gay, 
laborious, happy Bebee, with troops of friends and 
endless joys for every day that dawned, came over 
her as she went by the black front of the Broodhuis. 

The strong voice of Lisa, the fruit-girl, jarred 
on her as she passed the stall under its yellow awn- 
ing that was flapping sullenly in the evening wind. 

"Oh he, little fool," the mocking voice cried, 
"the rind of the fine pine is full of prickles, and 
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fltiiigs the lips when the taste U gone? — to be sure 
— crack common nuts like mo, and yon are never 
wanting — hazels grow free in every copse. Prut, 
tut! your grand lover lies a-dying; bo the stu- 
dents read out of this just now; and you such a 
simpleton as not to get a roll of napoleons out of 
him before he went to rot in Paris. I dare any he 
was poor as sparrows, if one knew the truth. He 
was only a painter after all." 

Lisa tossed her as she spoke a torn sheet, in 
which she was wrapping gentians: it was a piece 
of newspaper some three weeks old, and in it there 
was a single line or so wliieh said that the artist 
FJameii, wh(fte Grctchen was the wonder of the 
Salon of the year, lay sick unto death in his rooms 
in Paris. 

Beb^e stood and read ; the strong ruddy western 
light npon the type, the tiiunting laughter of the 
fruit-girl on her ear. 

A bitter shriek rang from her that made even the 
cruelty of Lisa's mirth stop in a sudden terror. 

She stood staring like a thing changed to stone 
down on the one name that to her filled all the 
universe. 

" III — he is ill — do you hear?" she echoed pite- 
ously, looking at Lisa ; " and you say he is poor ?" 

"Poor? for sure ! is he not a painter?" said the 
fruit-girl, roughly. She Judged by her own penni- 
less student-liids ; atid she was angered with herself 
for feeling sorrow for this little silly thing that she 
had loved to tortnre. 
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"You have been bad and base to me; but now 
— I bless you, I love you, I will pray for you," 
said Bebee, in a swift broken breath, and with a 
looli upon her face that startled into pain her cal- 
lous enemy. 

Then without another word, ahe thrust the paper 
in her bosom, and ran out of the square breathless 
with haste and with a great resolve. 

lie was ill — and he was poor! The brave little 
Boul of her leaped at once to action. He was siek, 
and far away ; and poor they said. Ail danger and 
all difficulty faded to nothing before the vision of 
his need. 

Bebee was only a little foundling who ran about 
in wooden shoes ; but she had the " dog's soul" in 
ber — the soul that will follow faithfully though to 
receive a curse, that will defend loyally though to 
meet a blow, and that will die mutely loving to the 
last. 

She went home, how she never knew ; and with- 
out the delay of a moment packed up a change of 
linen, and fed the fowls and took the key of the 
hut down to old Jehan's cabin. The old man was 
only half-witted by reason of his affliction for his 
dead daughter, but he was shrewd enough to un- 
derstand what she wanted of him, and honest 
enough to do it, 

"I am going into the city," she said to him; 
"and if I am not back to-night, will you feed the 
starling and the bene, and water the flowers for 
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Old Jehan put hia head out of his lattice; it was 
seven in tlie evening, and lie was going to bed. 

"What are yon after, little one?'' he asked; 
"going to show the fine buckles at a students' 
ball ? Nay, fie — that is not like yoti." 

"I am going to — pray, — dear Jehan," she an- 
swered, with a sob ill her throat and the first false- 
hood she ever had told. " Do what I ask you — 
do foryour dead daughter's sake — or the birds and 
the flowers will die of hunger and thirst. Take the 
key and promise me." 

He took the key, and promised. 

"Do no( let them see those buckles shine; they 
will rob you," he added. 

Bebee ran from him fast; every moment that 
was lost was so precious and so terrible. To pause a 
second for fear's sake never occurred to her. She 
went forth as fearlessly as a young swallow, born in 
northern April days, flies forth on instinct to new 
lands and over unknown seas when autumn falls. 

Kecessity and action breathed new life into her. 
The hardy and brave peasant ways of her were 
awoke once more. She had been strong to wait 
silently with the yonng life in her dying out drop 
by drop in the heart-sickness of long delay. She 
was strong now to throw herself into strange coun- 
tries and dim perils and immeasurable miseries, on 
the sole chance that she might be of service to him. 

A few human souls here and there can love like 
dogs. Bebee's was one. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

iKiU^^T was (lark. The May daya are short in 
PSlH^ the north lands of the Scheldt, 
i "^''^^ She had her littlo winter cioak of frieze 
and her wooden shoes and her little white cap, 
with tlie sunny curls rippling out of it in their 
pretty rebellion. She had her little lantern too; 
and her bundle; and she had put a few fresh eggs 
in her basket, with some sweet herbs and the 
palm-sheaf that Father Francis had blessed last 
Easter — for who could tell, she thought, how ill 
he might not be, or how poor ? 

She hardly gave a look to the hut as she ran by 
its garden gate ; all her heart was on in front, in 
the vagne far-off country where he lay sick unto 
death. 

She ran fast through the familiar lanes into the 
city. She was not very sure where Paris was, but 
she had the name clear and firm, and she knew 
that people were always coming and going tiience 
and thither, so that she had no fear she should not 
find it. 

She went straight to the big bu«y bewildering 
place in the Leopold quarter where the iron horses 
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fumed every day Jiiid night along tlie iron ways. 
She had never been there before, but she knew it 
was by that great highway that the traffic to Paris 
waa carried on, and she knew that it would carry 
people also as we!l. 

There were bella clanging, lights flashing, and 
crowds pushing and shouting, as she ran, up — a 
littie gray figure, with the lantern-spark glimmer- 
ing like any tiny glow-worm astray in a gas-lit city. 

"To Paris?" she asked, entreatingly, going 
where she saw others going, to a little grated 
wicket in a wall, 

"Twenty-seven franca — quick!" they demanded 
of her. 

Bebee gave a great cry, and stood still, trembling 
and trying not to sob aloud. She had never 
thought of money ; she had forgotten that youth 
and strength and love and willing feet and piteous 
prayers — all went for nothing as this world is made. 

A hope flashed on her, and a glad thought. She 
loosed the silver buckles, and held them out. 

" Would you take these? They are worth much 
more." 

There was a derisive laughter; some one bade 
here with an oath begone ; rough ahouldera jostled 
her away. She stretched her arms out piteously, 

"Take me — oh, pray take me! I will go with 
the sheep, with the cattle — only, only, take me!" 

But in the rush and roar none heeded her; 
some thief snatched the silver buckles from her 
hand, and made otf with them and was lost in the 
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throng; a great iron beast rushed by her, snorting 
flame and bellowing smoke ; there was a roll like 
thunder, and all waa dark; the night express had 
passed on its way to Paris. 

Bebee atood still, crushed for a moment with 
the noise and the cruelty and the sense of abso- 
lute desolation; she scarcely noticed that the 
buckles had been stolen; she hail only one 
thought — to get to Paris. 

"Can I never- go without money?" she asked 
at the wieket; the man there glanced a moment, 
with a touch of pity, at the little wistful face, 

" The least is twenty francs — surely you must 
know that?" he said, and shut his grating with a 
clang. 

Bebee turned away and went out of the great 
cruel tumultuous place; her heart ached and her 
brain was giddy, but the sturdy courage of her 
nature rose to need. 

" There is no way at all to go without money 
to Paris, I suppose?" she asked of an old woman 
whom she knew a little, who sold nuts and little 
pictures of saints and wooden playthings under the 
trees, in the avenue hard by. 

The old woman shook her head. 

"Eh?— no, dear. There is nothing to be done 
anywhere in the world without money. Look, I 
cannot get a litre of nuts to sell unless I pay be- 
forehand." 

" Would it be far to walk ?" 

" Far ! Holy Jesus ! It is right away in the heart 
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of France — over two hundred milea, they say; 
Btraight out through the forest. !N"ot but what ray 
Bon did wa!k it once — and he a shoemaker, who 
knows what walking costs; and he ia well-to-do 
there now — not that he ever writes. Wlien tiiey 
want nothing people never write," 

"And he walked into Paris?" 

" Yes, ten years ago. He had nothing but a few 
BOMS and an ash stick, and he had a fancy to try 
1)18 luck there. And after all our feet were given 
U8 to travel with. If you go there and you see 
liim, tell him to send ine something — I am tired 
of selling nuts." 

Bobee said nothing, but went on her road; since 
there was no other way but to walk she would take 
that way; the distance and the hardship did not 
appal two little feet that were used to traverse so 
many miles of sun-baked summer dust and of 
frozen winter mud unb!enching!y year after year. 

The time it would take made her heart sink in- 
deed. He was ill. God knew what might happen. 
But neither the length of leagues nor the fatigue of 
body daunted her. She oniy saw his eyes dim with 
pain and his lips burned with fever. 

She would walk twenty miles a day, and then, 
perhaps, she might get lifts here and there on hay- 
wagons or in peddlers' carts; people had always 
used to be kind to her. Anyhow she counted she 
might reach Paris well in fifteen days, 

8he sat under a shrine in a by street a moment, 
and counted the copper pieces she had on her; 
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they were few, and the poor pretty buckles that 
she might have sold to get money, were stolen. 

She had some twenty aous and a dozen eggs; 
she thought she might live on that; she had 
wanted to take the eggs to him, but aftei" all, to 
keep life in her until ahe could reach Paria was 
ttie one great thing. 

" What a blessing it is to have been bora poor; 
and to have lived hardly — one wants ao little !" she 
thought to herself. 

Tlien she put up the sous in the linea bosom of 
her gown, and trimmed her little lantern and knelt 
down ill the quiet darkness and prayed a moment, 
with the hot agonized tears rolling down her face, 
and then rose and stepped out bravely in the cool 
of the night, on the great southwest road towards 
Paris. 

The thought never once crossed her to turn back, 
and go again into the shelter of her own little hut 
among the flowers. He was sick there, dying, for 
anything she knew — that was the ouly thing she 
remembered. 

It was a clear, starlit night, and everywhere the 
fragrance of the spring was borne in from the wide 
green plains, and the streams where the rushes 
were blowing. 

She walked ten miles easily, the beautiful gray 
shadow all about her. She Lad never been so far 
from home in all her life, except to that one Ker- 
messe at Mechlin. JBut she was not afraid. 

With the movement, and the air, and the sense 
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tliat she waa going to hira, which made her happy 
even in her misery, eomethiiig of the old, sweet, 
loat fanciea came to her. 

She smiled at the stars through her tears, and as 
the poplars swayed and murmured in the wind, 
they looked to her like the wings and the swords 
of a host of angels. 

Her way lay out through the forest, and in that 
sweet green woodland she was not afraid^no more 
afraid tlian the fawns were. 

At Uoitsfurt she shrank a little, indeed. Here 
there were the open-air restaurants, and the eafe 
gardens all alight for the pleasure-seekers from the 
city ; here there were music and laughter, and 
horses with brass bells, and bright colors on high 
in the wooden balconies, and below among the 
blossoniitig hawthorn hedges. She had to go 
through it all, and she shuddered a little as she 
ran, thinking of that one priceless, deathless forest 
day when he had kissed her first. 

But the pleasure- people were all busied with 
their mirth and mischief, and took no notice of the 
little gray figure in the starry night. She went on 
along the grassy roads, under the high arching 
trees, with the hoot of the owls and the cry of the 
rabbits on the stillness. 

At Groenendael, iu the heart of the forest, mid- 
night was striking as she entered the village. 
Every one was asleep. The lights were all out. 
The old ruined priory frowned dark under the 
clouds. 
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She shivored u little ajjain, and began to feel 
chili ami tired, yet did iiot dare to knook at any 
one of the closed hotiae-doors — she had no money. 

So she walked on her first ten unknown miles, 
meeting a few people only, and being altogether 
unmolested — a small gray tigare, trotting iu two 
littie wooden shoes. 

Tliey thought her a pensant going to a fair or a 
lace-mill, and no one did her more harm than to 
wifih \wT good-night in rough Flemish. 

When tlie dawn began to whiten above the plains 
of the east, she saw an empty cowshed filled with 
hay; slie was a little tired, and lay down and rested 
an honi- or two, as a young lamb might have lain 
on the dried clover, for she knew that she must 
keep her strength and liusband her power, or never 
reach across the dreary length of the foreign land 
to Paris. 

But by full sunrise she was on her way again, 
bathing her face in a brook and buying a sou's 
worth of bread and flet-milk at the first cottage 
that she passed in bright, leaf-bowered Ilooyluert. 

The forest was stili all around her, with its ex- 
quisite life of bough and blossom, and murmur of 
insect and of bird. She told her beads, praying aa 
she went, and was almost happy. 

God would not let him die. Oh, no, not till she 
Lad kissed him once more, and could die with him. 

The hares ran across the path, and the blue but- 
terflies flew above-head. There was purple gloom 
of piuewood, and sparkling verdure of aspeu and 
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elm. There were distant church cariHons ringing, 
ai)(l straight golden shafts of sunshine streaming. 

She was quite sure God would not lot liini die. 

She hoped that he niiglit be very jioor. At times 
he had talked as if he were, and then she might be 
of so much uae. Slie knew how to deal with fever 
and suffering. She liad sat up many a night with 
the children of the village. The gray sisters had 
taught her many of tlieir ways of batlling with 
disease; and she could make fresh cool driuks, 
and she could brew beautiful remedies fj'om simple 
herbs. There was so much that she might do; her 
fancy played with it almost happily. And then, only 
to touch hia hand, only to hear his voice; her heart 
rose at the ihought, as a lark to it* morning song. 

At Rixeusart, buried in its greenery, as she went 
through it in morning light, eonie peasants greeted 
her cheerily, and called to her to rest in a house- 
porch, and gave her honey and bread. She could 
not eat much; her tongue was parched and her 
throat was dry, but the kindness was precious to 
her, and she went on her road the stronger for it. 

"It is a long way to walk to Paris," said the 
woman, with some curious wonder. Bebee smiied, 
though her eyes grew wet. 

"She has the look of the little Gesii," said the 
Eixensart people, and they watched her away with 
a vague timid pity. 

So she went on through Ottignies and La Roche, 
to Viilere, and left the great woods and the city 
chimes behind her, and came through the green 
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abbey valleys through Tiliy and Ligny, and Fleu- 
rus, and ho into the coal and iron tields that lie 
round Charleroi. 

Here her heart grew sick, and her courage sank 
under the noiae and the haste, before the blackness 
and the hideousneas. She had never seen anything 
like it. She thought it was hell, with the naked, 
swearing, fighting people, and the red tires leaping 
night and day. Nevertheless, if hell it were, aince 
it lay betwixt her and him, ahe found force to brave 
and cross it. 

The miners and glass-blowers and nail-makers, 
rougli and tierce and hard, frightened her. The 
women did not look like wonnen, and the children 
ran and yelled at her, and set their dogs upon her. 
The soil was thick with dust like aoot, and the 
treoB were seared and brown. There waa no peace 
in the place, and no loveliness. Eighty thousand 
folks toiled together in the hopeless Tophet, and 
swarmed, and struggled, and labored, and multi- 
plied, in joyless and endleas wrestling against 
hunger and death. 

She got through it somehow, hiding oflen from 
the ferocious youngsters, and going sleepless rather 
than lie in those dens of tilth; but she seemed so 
many, many years older when Charleroi lay at last 
behind her — so many, many years older than when 
she had sat and spun in the garden at home. 

When ahe was once in the valley of the Sambre 
she was more herself again, only she felt weaker 
than she had ever done, because she only dared to 
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Bpeni] one of her sous each daj-, and one boo got so 
little food. 

In the woods and fields about Alno she began to 
breatlie again, like a bird loosed to the air after 
being shut in a wooden trap. Green corn, green 
boughs, green turf, mellow ehimea of church-bells, 
humming of golden bees, cradle songs of women 
spinning, homely odors of little herb-gardens and 
of orchard-trees under cottage walls — these had 
been around her all her life; she only breathed 
freely among them. 

She often felt tired, and her wooden shoes were 
wearing so thiti that the hot duet of the road at 
noonday burnt her feet through them. Sometimea, 
too, she felt a curious brief fairitnesa such as she 
had never known, for the lack of food and the long 
fatigue began to tell even on her hardy little body. 

But she went on bravely, rarely doing less than 
lier twenty miles a day, and sometimes more, walk- 
ing often ill the night to save time, and lying down 
in cow-sheds or under haystacks in the noontide. 

For the most part people were kind to her; 
they saw she was so very young and so poor. 

Women would give her leave to bathe herself 
in their bed-eh ambers, and children would ask her 
to wait on the village bench under the chestnut- 
tree, wliile they brought her their pet lamb or 
tlieir tumbler pigeons to look at, but, for the most 
part — unless she was very, very tired — ahe would 
not wait. It took lier so long, and who could tell 
how it fared with him in Paris ? 
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Into tho little churches, scattered over the wide 
countries between Charleroi and Erquelinnea, she 
would turn aside, indeed; but, then, that was only 
to say a prayer for him ; that was not loss to him, 
but gain. 

So she walked on until she reached the frontier 
of France. She began to get a little giddy; she 
began to see the blue sky and the green level 
always swirling round her as if some one were 
spinning them to frighten her, but still she would 
not be afraid; she went on, and on, and on, till 
she set her last step on the soil of Flanders. 

Here a new strange, terrible, inconipreiiensible 
obstacle opposed her: she had no papers; they 
thrust her back and spoke to her as if she were a 
criminal. She could not understand what they 
could mean. She had never heard of these laws 
and rulea. She vaguely comprehended that she 
must not enter France, and stunned and heart- 
broken she dropped down under a tree, and for 
the iirst time sobbed as if her very life would 
weep Itself away. 

She could see nothing, understand nothing. 
There were the same road, the same hedges, the 
same fields, the same white cottages, and peasants 
in blue shirts and dun-hued oxen in the wagons. 
She saw no mark, no difference, ere they told her 
where she stood was Belgium, and where they stood 
was France, and that she must not pass from one 
into the other. 

The men took no notice of her. They went 
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back into their guard-house, and smoked and 
draiik. A cat snrined herself under a scarlet bean. 
The white clouds sailed on before a southerly sky. 
She might die here — he there — and nothing seemed 
to care. 

After awhile an old hawker came up; he was 
traveling with wooden clocks from the Black For- 
est. He stopped and looked at her, and asked her 
what she ailed. 

She knelt down at his feet in the dnst. 

" Oh, he!p me !" she cried to him. " Oh, pray, 
help me ! I have walked all the way from BrusaelS 
— that is my country, and now they will not let me 
pass that house where the soldiers are. They say I 
have no papers. What papers should I have ? I do 
not know. "When one has done no harm, and does 
not owe a sou anywhere, and has walked all the 
way — Is it money that they want? I have none; 
and they stole my silver clasps in Brussels ; and if 
J do not get to Paris I must die — die without see- 
ing him again — ever again, dear God !" 

She dropped her head upon the dust and 
crouched and sobbed there, her courage broken 
by tliis new barrier that she had never dreamed 
would come between herself and Paris. 

The old hawker looked at her thoughtfully. Ho 
Iiad seen much of men and women, and knew 
truth from counterfeit, and he was moved by the 
child's agony. 

He stooped and whispered in her ear, — 

" Get up quick, and I will pass you. It is against 
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the law, and I may go to prison for it. Never 
mind ; one must risk something in tliis world, or 
else be a cur. My daughter has stayed beliind in 
Marbaia aweethearting; her name is on my pass- 
port, anil her age and face will do for yours. Get 
up and follow me close, and I will get you through. 
Poor little soul! whatever your woe is it is real 
enough, and yon are such a young and pretty thing. 
Get up, the guards are in their house, they have not 
Been; follow me, and you must not apeak a word; 
they must take you for a German, dumb as wood." 

She got up and obeyed him, not comprehending, 
but only vaguely seeing that he waa friendly to 
her, and would pass her over into France. 

The old man made a little comedy at the barrier, 
and scolded her as though she were his daughter 
for losing her way as ahe came to meet him, and 
then crying like a baby. 

The guards looked at her carelessly, joked the ■ 
hawker on her pretty face, looked the papers over,, 
and let her through, believing her the child of the 
clock-maker of the Ilartz, Some lies are blessed 
as truth. 

" I have done wrong in the law, but not before 
God, I think, little one," said the peddler. "Nay 
— do not thank me, or go on like that; we are in 
sight of the customs men still, and if they suspected, 
it would be the four walls of a cell only that you 
and I should see to-night. And now tell me yonr 
story, poor maiden — why are you on foot through 
a strange country?" 
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But Bebee would not tell him her story; she 
was confused and dazed still. Slio did not know 
rightly what had happened to her ; hnt sheeould not 
talk of herself, nor of why she traveled thus to Paris. 

The old hawker got cross at her silence, and 
called her an unthankful jade, and wished that he 
had left her to her fate, and parted eorapaiiy with 
her at two cross-roads, saying his path did not he 
with hers; and then when he had done that, was 
sorry, and being a tender-hearted soul, hobbled 
back, and would fain press a iive-franc piece on 
her; and Beboe, refusing it all the while, kissed 
his old brown hands and blessed him, and broke 
away from him, and so went on again solitary 
towards St. Quentin, 

The counlry was very flat and poor, and yet the 
plains had a likeness in them to her own wide 
Brabant downs, where the tall green wheat was 
blowing and the barges dropping down the slug- 
gish streams. 

She was very footsore ; very weary ; very hungry 
ao often; but she was in France — in his country; 
. — and her spirit rose with the sense of that near- 
ness to him. 

After ail God was so good to her; there were tine 
bright days and nights ; a few showers had fallen, 
but merely passing ones ; the air was so cool and 
BO balmy that it served her almost as food ; and she 
seldom found people so unkind that they refused 
for her single little sou to give her a crust of bread 
and let her lie in an outhouse. 
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After all God was very good; and by the sis- 
teeitth or seventeenth day she would be in the city 
of Paris. 

She was a little light-headed at times from in- 
sufficient nourialinieiit; eapeciitlly after wakiTig 
from strange dreams in unfamiliar places; some- 
times the soil felt tremulous under her, and the 
sky spun round; bat she struggled against the 
feeling, and kept a brave heart, and tried to be 
afraid of nothing. 

Sometimes at night she thought she saw old 
Annemie. "But wiiat if I do?" she said to her- 
self; " Annemie never will hurt me." 

And now, as she grew nearer her goal, her nat- 
ural buoyancy of spirit returned as it hud never 
done to her since the evening that he had kissed 
and left her. As her body grew lighter and more 
exhausted, her fancy grew keener and more domi- 
nant. All things of the earth and air epoke to her 
as she went along as they had used to do. All that 
she h»d learned from the books in the long cold 
months came to her clear and wonderful. She was 
not so very ignorant now — ignorant, indeed, beside 
him — but still knowing something that would niiike 
her able to read to him if he liked it, and to under- 
stand if he talked of grave things. 

She had no fixed thought of what she would be 
to him when she reached him. 

She fancied she would wait on him, and tend 
him, aTid make him well, and be caressed by him, 
and get all gracious pretty things of leaf and bloa- 
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eora about him, and kneel at liis feet, and be quite 
hapji^' if he only touched her now and then with 
Lis lipa; — lier thonghta went no further than that; 
— her love fur him wna of that intensity and ab- 
sorption in which nothing but itself \a remem- 
bered. 

When a creature loves much, even when it is as 
litlle and as simple a aoul as Debee, the world and 
all its people and all its laws and ways are as 
naaght. Tliey cease to exist; they are as though 
they had never been. 

Whoever recollects an outside world may play 
■ witli passion, or may idle with sentiment, but does 
not love. 

She did not hear wliat the villagers said to her. 
She did not see the streets of tlie towns as she 
passed them. She kept herself clean always, and 
broke fast now and then by sheer instinct of 
habit, nothing more. She had no perception what 
she did, except of walking — walking — walking 
always, and seeing the white road go by like pale 
ribbons unrolled. 

She got a dreamy, intense, sleepless light in her 
blue eyes that friglitened some of those she passed. 
They thought she had been fever-stricken, and was 
not in her senses. 

So she went across the dreary lowlands, wearing 
out her little sabots, but not wearing out her 
patience and her courage. 

She was very dusty and jaded. Her woolen 
skirt was stained with weather aod torn with 
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briers. But she had managed always to wash her 
cap white in brook-water, and she had managed 
always to keep her pretty bright eurlg soft and 
silken — for iie had liked them so much, and he 
would soon draw them through liia hand again. 
So she told herself a thousand times to give her 
strength when the mist would come over her sight, 
and the earth would eeera to tremble as she went. 
On the fifteenth day from the night when she had 
left her hut by the swans' water, Bebee saw Paris. 

Shining away in the sun ; white and gold; 
among woods and gardens she saw Paris. 

She was so tired — oh, so tired — but she could' 
not rest now. There were bells ringing always in 
her ears, and a heavy pain always in lier head. 
But what of that ? — she was so near to him. 

" Are you ill, you little thing ?" a woman asked 
her who was gathering early cherries in the out- 
skirts of the great city. 

Bebee looked at her and smiled : " I do not know 
— I am happy," 

And she went onward. 

It was evening. The eun had set. She had not 
eaten for twenty-four hours. But she could not 
pause for anything now. She crossed the gleam- 
ing river, and she heard the cathedra! chimes. 
Paris in all its glory was about her, but she took no 
more note of it than a pigeon that flies through it 
intent on reaching home, 

No one looked at or stopped her; a little dusty 
peasant with a bundle on a stick over her shoulder. 
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The click-clack of her wooden shoes on the hot 
pavements matie none look up; little rustics eame 
up every day like this to make their fortunes in 
Paris. Some grew into golden painted silken 
flowers, the couvolvuli of their brief sumiuer days ; 
and some drifted into the Seine water, rusted, wind- 
tossed, fallen leaves, that were wanted of no man. 
Anyhow it was so common to see them, pretty but 
homely things, with their noisy shoes and their 
little all iu & handle, that no one even looked once 
at Beliee. 

She was not bewildered. As she had gone 
through her own city, only thinking of the rosea 
in her baskef and of old Ann^niie in her garret, so 
she went through Paris, only thinking of him for 
whose sake she had come thither. 

Now that she was really in his home she was 
happy; happy though her head ached with that 
dull odd pain, and all the sunny glare went round 
and round like a great gilded humming-top, such 
as the babies clapped their, hands at at the Eor- 
messe. 

She was happy ; she felt sure now that God would 
not let him die till she got to him. She was quite 
glad that he had left her all that long, terrible win- 
ter, for she had learned bo much and was bo much 
more fitted to be with him. 

Weary as she was, and strange as the pain in her 
head made her feel, she was happy, very happy ; 
a warm Bush came on her little pale cheeks as she 
thought how soon he would kiss them, her whole 
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body thrilled with the old sweet nameless joy that 
she had sickened for iti vain eo long. 

Though she saw nothing else that was around 
her, she saw some little knots of moss-roses that a 
girl was selling on tlio quay, aa she used to sell 
them in front of the Maiaon du Hoi, She had only 
two sous left, but she stopped and bought two little 
rosebuds to take to him. lie had used to care for 
them so niueli in the summer in Brabant. 

The girl who siild them told her the way to the 
street he lived iii ; it was not very far off the quay. 
She seemed to float on air, to have wings like the 
swallows, to hear beautiful music all around. She 
f«ilt for her beads, and said aves of praise. God 
was so good. 

It was quite night when she reached the street, 
and sought the number of his house. She spoke 
his name softly, and trembling very much with 
joy, not with any f«ar, but it seemed to her too 
sacred a thing ever to utter aloud. 

An old man looked out of a den by the door, 
and told her to go straight up the stairs to the 
third floor, and then turn to the right. The old 
man chuckled as he glanced after her, and listened 
to the wooden shoes pattering wearily up the broad 
stone steps. 

Bebee climbed them — ten, twenty, thirty, forty. 
" He must be very poor !" she thought, " to live eo 
higli," and yet the place was wide and handsome, 
and had a look of riches. Her heart beat so fast, 
she felt suftbcated ; her limbs shook, her eyes had 
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a red b!ood-like mist floating before them ; but she 
thanked God each step she climbed — a moment, 
and she would look upon the only face she lovod. 

"He will be glad; — oh, I am sure be will be 
glad!" she said to herself, as a fear that had never 
before come near her touched her for a moment — 
if he should not care? 

But even then, what did it matter? Since he 
was ill she should be there to watch him night and 
day; and when he was well again, if he should 
wish her to go away — one could always die. 

"But he will be giad — oh, I know he will be 
glad!" she said to the rosebuds that she carried to 
him. "And if God will only let me save his life, 
what else do I want more?" 

His name wus written on a door before her. 
The handle of a heli hung down; she pulled it 
timidly. The door unclosed; she saw no one, and 
went through. There were low lights burning. 
There were heavy scents that were strange to her. 
There was a fantastic gloom from old armor, and 
old weapons, and old pictures in the dull rich 
chamijers. The sound of her wooden shoes was 
lost in the softness and tliiekness of the carpets. 

It was not the home of a poor man. A great 
terror froze her heart; — if she were not wanted 
here? 

She went quickly through three rooms, seeing 
no one, and at the end of the third there were fold- 
ing-doors, 

"It is I — Bebee," she said softly, as she pushed 
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them gently apart ; and she held out the two raoss- 
rosebnds. 

Then the words died on her lips, and a great 
horror froze her, still and silent, there. 

She aaw the dusky room as in a dream. She saw 
him stretched on the bed, leaning on his elbow, 
laughing, and playing cards upon the lace coverlet. 
She saw women with loose shining hair and bare 
limbs, and rubies and diamonds giimmering red 
and white. She saw men lying about upon the 
couch, throwing dice and drinking and laughing 
one with another. 

Beyond all she saw against the pillows of his bed 
a beautiful brown wicked-looking thing like some 
velvet snake, who leaned over him as lie threw 
down the painted cards upon the lace, and who had 
east about his throat her curved bare arm with the 
great coils of dead gold all a-glitter on it. 

And above it all there were odors of wines and 
flowers, clouds of smoke, shouts of laughter, music 
of shrill gay voices. 

She stood like a frozen creature and aaw — the 
rosebuds in her hand. Then with a great piercing 
cry she let the little roses fall, and turned and 
fled. At the sound he looked up and saw her, 
and shook his beautiful brown harlot off him with 
an oath. 

But B^b^e flew down through the empty cham- 
bers and the long stairway as a hare flies from the 
hounds; her tired feet never paused, her aching 
limbs never slackened; she ran on and on, and on, 
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into the lighted streets, into the fresh night air; 
on, ami on, and on, straight to the river. 

From its briiils some man's strength caught and 
held her. She struggled with it. 

" Let me die ! let me die !" she shrieked to him, 
and strained from him to get at the cool gray 
silent water that waited for her there. 

Then she lost all consciousDees, and saw the stars 
no more. 

When she came back to any sense of life, the 
stars were shining still, and the face of Jeannot 
was bending over her, wet with tears. 

He had followed her to Paris when they had 
missed her first, and had come straight bj' train to 
the city, making sure it was thither she had come, 
and there had sought her many days, watching for 
her by the house of Flamen. 

She shuddered away from him as he held her, 
and looked at him with blank tearless eyes. 

"Do not touch me — take me home," 

That was all she ever said to him. She never 
asked him or told him anything. She never 
noticed that it was strange that he should have 
been here upon the river-bank. He let her be, 
and took her silently in the cool night back by the 
iron ways to Brabant. 
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O^^lHE sat quite etill and upright in the wagon, 
^^5| with the dark lands rushing by her. She 
IfSaMI never spoke at all. She had a look that 
frightened him upon her face. When he tried to 
touch her hand, she shivered away from him. 

The charcoal-burner, hardy and strong among 
foreat-reared men, cowered like a child in a corner, 
and covered his eyes and wept. 

So the night wore away. 

She had no perception of anything that hap- 
pened to her until she was led through her own 
little garden in the early day, and her starling 
cried to her "Bonjour, Bonjour !" Even then she 
only looked about her in a bewildered way, and 
never spoke. 

Were the sixteen days a dream ? 

She did not know. 

The women whom Jeannot summoned, his 
mother and sisters, and Mere Kreba, and one or 
two others, weeping for what had been the hard- 
uess of their hearts against her, undressed her, and 
laid her down on her little bed, and opened the 
shutters to the radiance of the sun. 
331 
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She let them do as they liked, only she seemed 
neither to hear nor speak, and she never epoke. 

All that Jeannot could tell was that he had found 
her in Paris, and had saved her from the river. 

Thewomen were sorrowful, and reproached them- 
selves. Perhaps she had done wrong, but they had 
been harsh, and she was so young. 

The two little aabota with the holes worn through 
the soles touched them ; and they blamed them- 
selves tor having shut their hearts and their doors 
against her as thoy saw the fixed blue eyes, without 
any Sight in them, and the pretty month closed 
close against either sob or smile. 

After all she was Beb^e — the little bright blithe 
thing that bad danced with their children, and sung 
to their singing, and brought them always the first 
roses of the year. If she had been led astray, they 
ehould have been gentler with her. 

So they told themselves and each other. 

What had she seen in that terrible Paris to 
change her like this? — they could not tell. She 
never spoke. 

The cock crowed gayly to the sun. The lamb 
bleated in the meadow. The bees boomed among 
the pear-tree blossoms. The gray lavender blew 
in the open house-door. The green leaves threw 
ehifting shadows on the floor. 

All things were just the same as they had beeo 
the year before, when she had woke.to the joy of 
being a girl of sixteen. 

But B^bee now lay quite still and silent on her 
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little bed; as quiet as the wiixen Qesh tliat tliey 
laid in the manger at the Nativity. 

" If slie would ouly speak !" tlie women and the 
children wailed, weeping sorely. 

But she never spoke ; nor did she seem to know 
any one of them. Not even the starling, as be liew 
on her pillow and called her. 

"Give her rest," they all aaid ; and one by one 
moved away, being poor folk and hard- work! Tig, 
and unable to lose a whole day. 

Mfere Krebs stayed with ber, and Jeannot sat in 
the porch where her little spinning-wheel stood, 
and rocked himself to and fro; iu vain agony, 
powerless. 

He had done all he could, and it was of no 
avail. 

Then people who had loved her, hearing, came 
up the green lanes from the city — the cobbler and 
the tinman, and the old woman who sold saints' 
pictures by the Eroodhuia. The Varnhart cbildrea 
hung about the garden wicket, frightened and 
sobbing. Old Jehan beat his kneea with bis hands, 
and said only over and over again, " Another dead 
— another dead! — the red mill and I see them all 
dead !" 

The long golden day drifted away, and the swans 
Bwayeil to and fro, and the willows grew silver in 
the sunshine. 

Eeb6e, only, lay quite still and never spoke. The 
starling sat above her head ; hia wings drooped, 
and he was silent too. 
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Towards sunRCt Beb6e raised herself and called 
alond : they nin to her. 

" Get me a rosebud — one with the moss round 
it," she Biiid to them. 

They went out into the garden, and brought her 
one wet with dew. 

She kissed it, and laid it in one of her little 
wooden shoes that stood upon the bed. 

"Send them to him," she said wearily; "tell 
him I walked all the way." 

Tlien her head drooped; then momentary con- 
eciousneas died out : the old dull lifeless look crept 
over her face again like the shadow of death. 

The starling spread his hroad black wings above 
her head. She lay quite still once more. The 
women left the rosebud in the wooden shoe, not 
knowing what she meant. 

Night fell. Mere Kreba watched beside her. 
Jeannot went down to the old church to beseech 
heaven with all his simple, ignorant, tortured eoul. 
The villagers hovered about, talking in low sad 
voices, and wondering, and dropping one by one 
into their homes. They were sorry, very sorry; 
but what could they do ? 

It was quite night. The lights were put out in 
the lane. Jeannot, with Father Francis, prayed 
before the shrine of the Seven Sorrows. Mfere 
Krobs slumbered in her rush-bottomed chair ; she 
was old and worked hard. The starling was 
awake. 

Bebee rose in her bed, and looked around, aa 
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she had done when she had asked for the mosa- 
rosebud. 

AseiLSOof unutterable universal pain ached over 
all her body. 

She did not see her little home, its four white 
walla, its lattice shining in the moon, its wooden 
bowls and plates, its oaken shelf and presses, its 
plain familiar things that once had been so dear : — 
she did not see them ; — she only saw the brown 
woman with her arm about his throat. 

She sat up in her bed and slipped her feet on to 
the floor; the pretty little rosy feet that he had 
used to want to clothe in silken stockings. 

Poor little feet! she felt a euriona compassion 
for them ; — they had served her so well, and they 
were so tired. 

She sat up a moment with that curious dull 
agony, aching everj^where in body and in brain. 
She kissed the rosebud once more, and laid it 
gently down iii the wooden shoe. She did not see 
anything that was around her. She felt a great 
dullness that closed in on her; a great weight that 
was like iron on her head. 

She thought she was in the strange, noisy, cruel 
city, with the river close to her, and all her dead 
dreams drifting down it like murdered children, 
whilst that woman kissed him. 

She slipped her feet on to the floor, and rose 
and stood upright. There was a door open to the 
moonlight — the door where she had sat spinning 
and singing in a thousand happy days; the laveti- 
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der blew; the tall, unbudded green lilies swayed 
ill the wind; she looked at them, and knew none 
of them. 

The night air drifted through her linen dress, and 
played on her bare arms, and lifted the cuHs of 
her hair; the same air that had played with her so 
many times out of mind when she had been a little 
tottering thing that measured its height by the red 
rosebush. But it brought her no sense of where 
she was. 

All she saw was the woman who kissed him. 

There was the water beyond; the kindly calm 
water, all green witli the moss and the neats of the 
ouzels and the boughs of the hazels and willows, 
where the swans were asleep in the reeds, and the 
broad lilies spread wide and cool. 

But she did not see any memory in it. She 
thought it was the cruel gray river in the strange 
white city ; and she cried to it ; and went out into 
the old familiar ways, and knew none of them; 
and ran feebly yet fleetly through the bushes and 
flowers, looking up once at the stars with a help- 
less broken blind look, like a thing that ia dying. 

" lie does not want nie !" she said to them. 
" lie does not want me ! — other women kiss him 
there!" 

Then with a low fluttering sound like a bird's 
when its wings are shot, and yet it tries to rise, she 
hovered a moment over the water, and stretched 
her arms out to it. 

"He does not want me!" she murmured; "he 
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does not want me — and I am bo tired. Dear 
God!" 

Then she crept down, as a weary child creeps to 
ite motlier, and threw herself forward, and let the 
green dark waters take her where they had found 
her amidst the lilies," a little laughing yearling 
thing. 

There she aoon lay, quite quiet, with her face 
turned to the stars, and the atarling poiaed above 
to watch her as she slept. 

She had been only Bebee — the ways of God and 
man had been too hard for her. 

When the messengers of Flamen came that day, 
they took him back a dead moss-rose and a pair of 
little wooden shoes worn through with walking. 

" One creature loved me once," he says to women 
who wonder why the wooden shoes are there. 
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Each novel sold separately, as below, in cloth, at (1.25 per volumt 

The CaMons 2 vols. 

My Novel 4 vols. 

What will Hedo with It ?..3 vols. 

Devereux. 2 vols. 

Last Days of Potnpeii . . . . a vols. 

Leila, Calderon t vol. 

The Last of the Barons.. 2 vols. 

Harold 2 vols. 

Pilgrims of the Rhine 1 vol. 

Eugene Aram 2 vols. 

■*Tlds edition ii in every way 1 desirable 
ma for lihniriee ; the ■nrfumes are of con- 
»:eiit die, itic type liige. the paper of a 
nperHit quaiily. »n<l ihe binding neal lod 
MHfaniiaE." — Philada. hi^irrr. 



Zanoni 2 vols. 

Pelham 2 vols. 

The Disowned 2 vols, 

Paul Clifford. 2 vols. 

Godolphin I vol, 

Ernest Maltravers 2 vols. 

Night and Morning... 



Ltii 

A Strange Story. . 






wrpoMS. . . . Book-bnyera will da ii« 

-PMst^rx Gntcllr. 
" Every genlleman »bo dcdres lo fanil 

ion of Bulner."— CoiWm^ Ja»ntaL 
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PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. LIPPINCOTT *• CO. 

The American Beaver and his Works. By Lewd 

H. Morgan, author of "The League of the Iroquois." Hand- 
somely illustrileii with twenty-three full-page Lithographs and 
numerous Wood-Cuts. One vol. Svo. Tinted paper. Cloth 



irwk rmjtxvi 



lincotl & Co., of PhilsdetpMi, fii.e rtj% 



hnndsoniely bound and abundiintLy ilius 
trattd wiih maps and di^cams. iLisacom 
QleUBcifiDlific, piactical, h jstoiica] and des' 

The Autobiography of Dr. Benjamin Franklin, 

The first and only complete edition of Franklin's Memoirs. Printed 
from the original MS. With Notes and an Introduction. Edited 
by the Hon. John Bigelow, late Minister of the I'nited States to 
France. With Portrait from a line Engraving on SteeL Large 
izmo. Toned paper. Fine cloth, beveled boards, (z.50. 

~ The discouery of the original auto- 

Euc narrali^ oriili own llfcVas oiw"f 
Ihc Ibnunate events of Mr. Bieelow's dip- 

ppnunity of producing a volume of rare 
bittlLc^raphical inieTCSI. and performine a 



Nmir<ii* Triium. 
thank the author for so 



The Dervishes. History of the Dervishes; or. 

Oriental Spiritualism. By J H P Br WN Interpreter of the 
American Legation at Co p twenty-four IHtu- 

trations. One vol. crown 8 T d p p Cloth, #3.50, 

" In Ihii volume are the (ruit: of I ng I . , ._ On le, this i> a thoroi^T 

belief and principles of the Dervishes. 1 

New America. By Wtn. Hef worth Dixon, Fourth 

editioTU Crown Svo. With Illustrations. Tinted paper. Extra 
cloth, ^2.75. 
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PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. UPPINCOTT or- CO. 
Dictionary of Daily Wants. A Cyclofadia em- 

biaciiig nearKr 1200 pages of Sound Information upon all nialCert 
of Prictieal and Domeslic Utility, containing 980 Engravii^s. On* 
handsome iimo vol. Half Rosburgh, 63.75. 

The "Dictionary of Daily Wants" may channels, intn une aTTa.iMmcnl and sy» 

l« said 10 have done for mailers of Prac- Km, hy which ihey may Ik easily foua, 

tical Utilily in Domestic ASiJis what the and applied. 

gnat naturalist Linnieus did for the Sd- The sale of nearly ioo,doo copies of Ihu 

ince of Bolani. ll has brought thon- work affords the best evidence of its in 

nnds of useful items, scattered in dis; uinsic value. 
Kder thtoi«h u unlimited number of 

Dictionary of Useful Knowledge. A Book of 
Kefsrence uprm History, Geography, Science, Statistics, etc, with 
570 Engravings. A Companion Work to the "Dictionary of Dallj 
Wants." Two handsome 12mo vols., containing over 1500 page* 
Half Roxbuigh. JS- 

Z-ippincott's Treasuries of Literary Gems. Min- 
iature 41a. Choicely printed on the finest toned paper and beauti- 
fully bound in extra cloth, gilt and gilt edges. 75 cts. each; al 
follows; 
I. A Treasury of Table Talk. II. Epigrams and Literary Follies. 

in. A Treasury of Poetic Gems. IV. The Table Talk of Samuel 

Johnson, LL. D. V. Gleanings from tbe Comedies of Shakspeare. VI. 

Beauties of the British Dramatists. The six volumes in neat box, %^y>, 

and printed. More thoroughly readable point, poetry or sound common sense."- 
UitleEook!itwouldbehardloend:there | Lo^dot Pubiiiiii-^ Circular. 

Mizpak. Friends at Prayer. Containing a Prayer 

or Meditation for each day in the Year. By Lafayette C 

LooMls. izmo. Beautifully printed on superfine tinted paper 

within red lines. Fine cloth, %i. Extra cloth, gilt edges, S2.50. 

This woric proposes Morningand Even- 1 yeai The Medilations are not upon 

ffidltaTC The Momi^ R™dln^'em? KflectTons-ge^rally" n^n Ae Eve^nf 

lfa> Nan T^ument'enlire, dtull^^T^e | Si^iplun a^d precede prayer. "^ 

The Wife's Messengers: A Novel. By Mrs.M. B. 
HoRTON. l2mo. Tinted paper. Extra cloth. Si. 75. 



I Pkilada. Evining Ttlrgrafk. 
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PUBLICATIONS OF % B. LIPPINCOTT *• CO. 

Our Own Birds of the United States. A familtaf 

Natural History of the Birds of the United Slates. By William 
1. Haily. Kevised and Edited by Edward D. Cope, Member of 
the Academy of Na -iia{ Sciences. With numerous lUustralioiu 
l6mo. Toned papei. Extra ctoth. tl-So* 
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A Few Friends, and How They Amused Thent' 

eelves. A Tale in Nine Chapters, containing descriptions of Twenq 
Pastimes and Games, and a Fancy- Dress Party. By M. E. Dodgb, 
author of " llaos Brinker," &c. izmo. Toned paper. Extra 
cloth, $1.25. 
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Cameos from English History. By the author of 

■'The Heir of Redclyfle," &c With marginal Index, txaio. 
Tinted paper. Cloth, f 1.25 ; extra cloth, Jl.75. 
" History is pmeniFd in a very atlractivD I " An eKCellent design happily enecnled.* 

The Diamond Edition of the Poetical Works of 

Robert Burns. Edited by Rev. R. A. Willmott. New edition, 
With numerous additions. iSmo. Tinted paper. Fine cloth, (1. 



C'Dtedinclear type, and coniaius, in Lhi 
adred pages, the whole of Bums' poer 
*lth a glouary and index. \\ is cbe: 



It. biinging The wana 
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PUBIICATIONS OF y. B. LIPFINCOTT *• CO. 

Agnes Wenlworlk. A Novel. By E. Foxton., 

author of "Herman," and "Sir Pavcn and St Pavon." lamo 
Tinted paper. Extra cloth, 81,50, 
leresllng and well-told 






Ui( 



d'^nlliodf »hic"niakeThe 81™^ 
Md Iksdnaling. Phases of Lfe 

Siena. A Poem. By A. C. Stoinhurne. \Re^ub' 

lished from Upfiniett's Magaaiie.l With Notes. 161110. Tinted 
paper. Paper covers, s,$ eta. 

"Is polished withgreal can, and is by I "One of Ibe meet elaborate as giell at 
bithebeslconiposiliDnwe csn recall from the mosl uiieicepliDnable of bis produc- 
Swmburne's pen, in more Ihan one of its lions."— A'. V. Ev/aitig Post, 

taiict3."—J'iiitat. North AmcrUaK. \ 

Recolhciions of Persons and Places in Ike West. 



By H. M. Brack ENRiOGE, a 
Jiir[sL New edition, enlarged, i 



"The vmlei 0/ Iheae 'Recollect 



t of the West ; Traveler, Author 
. Toned paper. Fine dolh, Ja. 






<k iB accoid' J scripts 

Infelicia. A Volume of Poems. By Adah Isaacs 

Menken, i6nio. Toned paper. Neat cloth, fi. Paper cover, 
75 els. With Portrait of Author, and Letter of Mr. Charles 
Dickens, from a Steel Engraving. Fine cloth, beveled boards, 
gilt lop, 81.50. 
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ing a Bomelhing thai Ijy beyond Ihe vul- 
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Dallas Galbraith. A Novel. By Mrs. R. Hard- 
WG Davis, author of "Waiting for the Verdict," "Margsrel 
Howth," " Life in the Iron Mills," &c Svo. Fine doth, (2, 



nontf and paasionale sympa.hiea, tl 
Mta m ed uid nholly noble romance 
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Beatrice. A Poem. By Hon. Roden Noel. 

Square i6mo. Tinted paper, lixlra cloth, gilt top, Si. 
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Breaking a Butter jly ; or, Blanche MllersUe's 

Ending. A Novel. By Ihe author of ''Guy Livingstone," &c 
Author's Edition. With Illustrations. i2mo. Extra clulh, f 1.5a. 
Paper cover, 50 cts.- 



" ll is a ctaatming slorr of English lire, 
«ild marked by the well-known Characler- 
•tici oi the auibor's style, in which ths 

doininaDL/' — Buffalo Express- 

ud s[nrit, and thioughoul ijwrillen \a Ihs 



dned author's most 



The Voice in Singhtg. From the German of 

Emma Seller. New edition. Hovissd and enlarged, izmo. 
Extra clotli. Ornamented. $1,50. 






wofk." — Btst&H Musical Timet. 

"Ua meeliag with the (avor at 

■uthonlies, and is a very valuabi 

To any one ei^faged in teaching cu 



'-Loe«i.' 



much larger number of pf 



PkiUii-. A 
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Abraham Page, Esq. 'Life and Opinions of 

Abraham Page, Esq. izmo. Tinted paper. Fine clolh, S1.50. 

" II ii really refreshing, in chese days of [ c 
Kn>ati<mll alufC 10 f^ll upon a book like c 

What I Know about Ben Eccles. A Novel. By 
Abraham Page, author of "The Life and Opinions of AbcahaM 
Page, Esq." i2ino. Cloth, f 1.5a 
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PUBLICATIONS OF J, B. LIFPINCOTT &• CO. 
Advice to a Wife on the Management of her own 

Heallli, and on Ihe Treatmeni of some of llie Complaints incidental 
to Pregnancy, Labor and Suckling; with an Introductory Chapter 
especially addressed to a Your^ Wile. Uy PvE Henrv Ckavass^ 
M.D. Kighthedition, revised. l6mo. Neatly bound in cloth. (i.5Ch 

'■ Fiam Ihia advice anir woman trau I doctor's lore is EJven in Ihe slyle of nlaiB 
.■•—fhilada. £tim 

it nlid editio'iii"and~irkn™ofTo I w whomTlis'addrVssed."— C*™^7m.»' 

Advice to a Mother on the Manage7)ient of ker 

Children, and on the Ttealment on the moment of some of thflii 

more pressing Illnesses and Accidents. By Pye Henry Chavasse, 

M.D. Ninth edition, revised. i6mo. Neatly bound in doth, ft.5o. 

" For >uch, and for those who »ant to I and ha; undergnne a carets] tevkion by 

Kir diildnn ludiciouily, but need pruper Sir Cliariia Locock. ihe first i>1iyjiciai>. 

covnaeMhe present •oluine ii one of the accoucheur lo Quesn Victoria.^'— A'.r 

Counsel to a Mother : Being a Continuation and 

the Completion of "Advice to a Mother." By PvE Henry 
Chavasse, M.D., author of " Advice to a 'Wire," etc. i6mo. 
Fine clolh. {i. 



PARTU.-Cmildkood: Ablution; Oolhiog: Diet: The Nursery: Eiarcisel 
Amusement ; A Poeni on Childhood ; Edocalion ; Sleep ; The Hair of a Child. 

PART III.— Youth: Ablution; Management of Hair; Whitening the Skin; 
Clothing; Diet; Air and Exercise; Amusements; Education; Household Work Im 
Girls; Teeth and Gums ; Sleep. 

"Sitnple.praMicai. intelligible."— /'*i7- [ an; woman, and especially if sheb* I 

lense."— r** ^fl>-M*i/rf.. . sullation and idiNCe. We are more lh«» 

Maternal Management of Infancy. Por ihe use 

of Parents. By F. H. Getcheli, M.D. i6mo. Clolh. 75 cetita 



Dictionary of Medical and Surgical Knowledge, 

and Complete Practical Guide in Health and Diseases, for Familiei. 

With 140 Engravings. One handsome l2mo vol. of 755 page* 

Half Roxburgh, 82. 50. 

The Editor of this volume has brought I prolnsiona. study, u, the (asli of p*ep^ 

•f acm f«aclice. and oyex/s-ljr yean of I 
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PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. LIPPINCOTT &* CO. 
GOOD BOOKS FOE YOUNG EEADEBS. 



Deep Down, A Tale of tke Corntsk Mines. By 

R. M. BaLLaNTVNE, author of " Fighting the Flames," " Silver 
Lake,'' etc With Illustrations. Globe edition, jsmo. Fiiie 
doth. 91.50. 
"'DeepDown'canberetoniineudedas I very ilileiseenerally linown. The bixA , 
(Storyof extilinginietesliV^Iiichboi-awill la en.bcllj^hcd witli a number of veiy ex- 
eagerfy r«Ad, and wbicb wiLl give some cellenL desigaa." — Fhiiadn. Evrrt- Ttit- 
Mluable ideas on a Hibjecl alSul which | sr^pk. 

Fighting the Fla7nes, A Tale of the Fire Brigade, 

By R. M. BallantynB, authi - - _ . - 

Islands," etc. With Illustratit 
cloth, fi-sa 

"An Lnleresling and spirited little ■nwV.r—Pkiladn. Ema. Teligraph. 

Erling the Bold. A Tale of the Norse Sea-Kings. 

By R. M. BaLLANTYNE, author of " Fighting the Flames," " Deep 

Down," etc. Globe edition. With Illustrations. i2mo. Extra 

cloth. (1.50. 

" II is a bold and stirring laTe of the nld I lent description of the mannera and ciu- 

Notaeroveisvihoeonqueredandsettledln tomsoflhe rugged racewho inhabiiedth* 

England at varioaslimesbelweenthe fifth North of Europe at tlie daw., of modern 

fmeres'il^ o'fTi5err''aml it p™ an excel- 1 ' 

Silver Lake; or. Lost in the Snow. By R. M. 
Ballantv.ne, author of " The Wild Man of the West," " Fighting 
the Flames," etc With Illustrations. Square izmo. Tinted 
paper. Extra cloth. 81.25. 

An iina6S"t£e'^pl'e™" msV a'yoME I SdKlTsZ/cm 

Forty-Four Tears of a Hunter's Life. Being 

;s of Meshach Browning, a Maryland Hunter. With 
rations. Globe edition. i2mo. Fine doth, f 1.5a 
"U poiwiys Ihe mide of life of Ihe I overcome tb™, ll is a book which win 
e™?, and aJTlhe diffiSlUes T^ey'ted'to s^nds in" all sections of the counlry."- 

Moody Mike; or. The Power of Love. A Christ- 

mas Story, By FRANK Sewall. Illustrated i6mo. Enr» 
Clotb. Si. 
rhU is a sw™ inieoded for Ihe young I and beautifully bound U is alw iilus 
fclkt. It is pnbli^liKl in a nninner a( Icaied willi several fun-page en^Iavl^,K^ 
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GOOD BOOKS FOE TOUNS EEADEES. 



Man U;pon tke Sea; or, A History of Maritime 
Adventure. Exploration and Discovery from the Earliest Ages to 
the Present Time. With numerous Engravings. By Frank R 
Goodrich, author of " The Court of Napoleon," etc 8vo, Cloth. 

li varied by ever^ conceivable " The bwt *iil be warmly u^comed 



We I 



,£ people/ 



Old Deccan Days; or, Hindoo Fairy Legends 

Current in Southern India. Collected from oral tradition by M. 

Fkere. With an Introduction and Notes by Sir Bartle Frere, 

Globe edition, ijmo. Illustrated. Fine dolh. (1.50. 

"ThislilUe coDecllon of Hindoo Fairr I wiilera of English possess, but whick 

Oi^"e^4'nl™n° Ih^at tubj2l.'?'""l^ mos" aWacS^f in Ve wl'd "— jV^K. 
•lories of xhialmk book are told in a very Timis. 
lively and agieMble style— a style Ityi \ 

Fuz-Buz and Mother Grabem, The Wonderful 

Stories of Fui-Buz the Fly and Mother Grabem the Spider. A 
Fairy Tale. Handsomely Illustrated. Small 4ta Cloth, fl. 
Extra cloth, gill top. S1.25. 
"LangliablCBloriesdomicallyillustrated I little boys and girl!. Get it for the holi- 
Ibr little Mlia. The very book to delight | 6iyi."—Pitlih.7-g Chrsmcli. 

Casella; or. The Children of the Valleys. By 
Martha Farqvharson, author of'Elsie Dinsmore," etc. i6nio. 
Cloth, ft. 5a 






—TluMtlht- Boii<mO 



Trees, Plants and Flowers: Where and How 

they Grow. By William L. Baii.v, author of." Our Ovun Birds," 
etc With seventy-three Engravings. i6ma Toned paper. Extra 
cloth. (1. 



" In the compass ofleH than a hundred 
ind fifty pages Mr. Bally gives iia 'a 
&niiliir^i«oty of the v<^table Ungdom,- 
popularh and inleieatingly written, well 
- -ange4 and cootainin j much valuable 

^...^..-.i:.^ ^«j .....^y interestinD lacts. 

We should be glad to see Ihia 



inf^mall 



look i^eneralljF in (he liands of the lilUa 

inlly thai they will lake toil readily. Bui 
liers ar« many eroiin rolkt ala) ohl 

rf botany than th^ do, but who hava 
ilso «■( tan lieatlily cotnmend Mr. BailH 
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PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. LIPPINCOTT &• CO. 

YALTJABLE BOOKS TOR TEE PAEM. 

TAe /'"armers' and Planters' Bncyclofi^dia of 

Rural Affairs. lilustrated bv numerous Engravings of Animals, 
Implemeiita and olher suijjeets interesting to the Agriculturist. Bji 
CuTHBKRT W. Johnson, Esq., F. R. S., elc Adapted to the 
United States by GouvERt^EUR Emekson. A new and revised 
edition. One vol. royal 8vo. Strongly bound. Price J6. 

The Illustrated TTorse Doctor: Being an accurate 
and detailed account of the various Diseases to which the Equine 
Race are subjected; together with the latest mode of treatment 
and all the requisite prescriptions, nritten in plain English. Ac- 
companied by mure than 400 Pictorial Representations. By Ed- 
ward MayheV, M. R. C. V. S. Tinted paper. 8vo. Cloth. S3- 

The Illustrated Horse Management: Containing 

Descriptive Remarks upon Anatomy, Medicine, Shoeing,- Teeth, 
Food, Vices, Stables; likewise a plain account of the Situation, 
Nature and Value of the Various Points; tc^ether with comments 
on Grooms, Dealers, Breeders, Breakers and Trainers. Also on 
Carriages and Harness. Embellished whh more than 400 Engrav- 
ings. By Edward Mayhew, M. R- C. V. S, Tinted paper. 8vO. 
Cloth. f3. 
Sorghum and its Products. An account of recent 

investigations concerning the Value of Sorghum in Sugar Produc- 
tion ; together with a description of a New Method of Making Sugar 
and Refined Syrup from this Plant. Adapted to common use. By 

F. L. Stewart, lamo. Cloth. $1.50. 
A Practical Treatise on the Hive and Honey- Bee. 

By L, L. LaNgSTROTH. With an Introduction by REV. RohehT 
Baird, D. D. Revised and illustrated with 77 Engravings. lama 
Cloth. %2. 
Meekan's Handbook. The American Handbook 

of Ornamental Trees. By THOMAS Meehan, Gardener. iSma 
Cloth, 75 cents. 

Touatt on the Horse. Touatt's History, Treat-"- 

ment and Diseases of the Horse ; with a Treatise on Draught, and 
copious Index. Liberally Illustrated. Svo. Cloth, f 2,00. 
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PUBLICATIONS OF J, B. LIPPrNCOTT *• CO. 
Cottage Piety Exemflified. By ike author of 



Stories for Sundays, Ilhistraling the Catechism. 
By the author of " Little Henry and his Bearer." Revised xai. 
edited by A Cleveland Coxe, Bishop of Western New York, 
and authoi of "Thoughts on the Services," etc lamo. Illus- 
tiated Extra doLh. Si.aS- Tinted paper. Extra cloth. [11.75. 
JlNL EwilON. Printed within red lines. Extra cloth. Uilt 
edges 52 50 

c anrnnir ^ 'nus^ijtef ^ypclurts which ren- 



An Index to the Prindfal Works in Every De^ 

parlment of Religious Ijlerature. Embracing nearly Seventy 
Thousand Citations, Alphabetically Arranged under Two Thou- 
sand Heads. By Howard Malcom, D. D., LL.D. Second 
Edition. With Addenda to 1870. 8vo. Extra clolh. 84. 
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The Geological Evidences of the Antiquity of Man, 

with Remarks on the Origin of Species by Variation. By SlR 
Charles Lvell, F.R.S., author of "Principles of Geoli^y," eta 
Illustrated by wood-cuts. Second American, from (he latest London, 
Edition. Svo. Extra doth. Ej. 

leresl'i'iigKlen^fcaubiMlaoflhe^^and whTc"n.kin™lilin. ' " '™"'' ^ ^ 
vill be eXBiT.ined with imsresl, ai »dl by \ 

The Students Manual of Oriental History. A 

Manual of the Ancient History of the East, to the Commencement 
of the Median Wars. By Francois Lenormant, Sub-Librarian 
of the Imperialln.stituteof France, and E.CHEVALUER, Member nf 
the Royal Asiatic Society, London. 2 vols. lamo. Fine doth. Jj.so. 
"The beat pioof of the ininicuse re- I Francois I.Enoniiaiit's admirable Hani- 
(Bill accnrnpli-^lieiliiiihs various dcijart- Sdd* 0/ Ancitnl lilitcry."—Z,gidot, 
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CUTTER'S SERIES 

ANALYTICAL ANATOMY, PHYSIOLOGY 
AND HYGIENE, 

HUMAN AND COMPARATIVE, 

FOR SCHOOLS AND FAMILIES. 

BY CALVIN CUTTER. A.M., M.D. 
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SERIES. 



First Book on Analytic Anatomy, Physiology and H 
and CoiDp^raiive. 196 pp. With 164 IJlusliaiions. iimo. 90 
Stccnd Book on Analytic Anatomy, Physiology and 



Nevi Analytic Anatomy, Physiology and Hygiene, H m n C 

Nto) Analytic Anatomy, Physiology and Hygiene, Human and Cotn- 



u for Analytic Study and Rcci 



OLD SERIES. 
First Book on Anatomy, Physiology and Hygiene. Illuslraled. ijido. 

Anatomy, Physiology and Hygiene. Illustrated, izmo. J1.70. 
Human and Comparative Anatomy, Pkvsiology and Hygiene. By 
Mm E. P. Culter. Illuslraied. timo. so cenli. 

NEW OUTLINE ZOOLOGICAL CHARTS, 
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Chambers's Encyclofadia. A Dictionary of Uni' 
versal Knowledge for the People. Kevised Edition. Re-issue of 
1870. Wilh Maps, Plales and Engravings. 10 vols, of 83a pages 
each. Sold only by agents. Illustrated with about Four Thousand 
Engravings and Forty Maps, together wilh a Series of from 
Eight} to One Hundred Elegantly Engraved Plates illustrative 
of the Subjects of Natural History, now for the first time appear- 
ing in the work. 



Extra doth, beveled boards... P5. 50 
Library sheep, marbled edges. 6.00 

Half Turkey morocco 6.50 

Half Turkey Roxb., gilt top... 7.00 
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Trinity Church, Ncn K>«i Cily. 

" A model at once of oimprehensive- 
nessandcoodanaalion."— ^mmj. M. P. 
Atkihsoh, D. D.. Prisideiii nf Humf- 



RBWS, D, D.', Prat.^ Mara. 

"Every public and mivate 
e richer by ihe addition of li 






Volume ! 

Half calf, gill extra, marb. ed. $7.50 

Half Russia, red edges 8.00 

Turkey antique, gilt edges.,... 9,50 



of Chink n/ nSs ilwi^h. New Yurk 

lompared X^Ktwo I find !■ mo™ full and 
ihoToiiih than the Niw American Eiicv 
clopied7a."~^foni Rav. Jas. P. Tmomp 
SOK, D.D., Pastor ef TaimaKlt Chunk, 



variety <rf ii 
m)y me . 






■ziv, D.C.L., Editor 1/ "NxU, 

" "ni"cl'«m«» nf atalement, in the wide 
ran^o of lopio treated and In Ibe accu- 
racy of research which ahowa itself on 
"-•"Y f«S«. it dainu vasljupeiiority own 
some of ita naniesBkes, which ate oPten- 
limu only stale repeiitiops of each other^i 
blundeta.''— /■>»« HoH. J. S. BtACK. 
LL.D., Loll AllerKiy-Gtirrat and Src- 
rttary ef Stale s/thi U«:l,d SlaUs, 
"A liinacy io \tse\V'—FriBt Ikt Lsn- 



Hforlon's and Leeds' Chemistry. The Studenfs 

Practical Chemistry, A Text-book for Colleges and Schools on 
Chemical Physics, including Heat, Light and Electricity, and on 
Inorganic and Organic Chemistry. Hy HENRY Morton, A.M., 
and Alhkrt IL Leeds, A. M. Illu-itTaled with over 150 WoikI- 
cuts. izma Cloth. $2. 
■ilii simple and dear eiplanalions of llie lie; in the bia.ahei discuMed (manr of 
•aentiHc!prniiig'«ilh"moveii;entmeino^ texl-buokr and thus briiiii'"fhii"'MiI 



,y Google 



PUB Lie A TIONS OF J. B. LIPPINCOTT ** CO. 
Wickershan'Cs School Economy. A Treatise on 

the Preparalion, Organization, Employments, Government antf 
Authorities of Schools, liy J. P. Wickersham, A. M., FennsyU 
vama Stale Suft. of Common Schooli. Second edition. 12m* 
Cloth. #1.50. 

SUMMARY OF CONTENTS. 
CHAPTER I.-Thb Pkhparation poh thk School: I. School Sitoi-Conve. 

Ihe NeiEhborhooa— Beauty of I-ocatLon; II, SdioorGnoMdi.-^he A"™ig*- 
menls of Scliool Groooda— The AdvaniBges of School Gioonds : II I. The Plain 
of Graded Schools.— The Ohjecis of Gradtd Schools; IV, School Stodies.—Siudiei 
for Primaiy Schools, Gtaminar Schools, High Schools, tollegea; V. Sthotd 
Houses,— Siie-Korm-Inieroal ArrMigmein-Recilaiion Roonia-The Celb.- 
Lighling-Heating-Ventilation ; VI. School runiiiure.-Deslii and Seals- 

Platform— Blackboirds—MiiCEllao, ' 

School Records.- Tha Fonus of Sc 

CHAPTER 11.— Tub Oiicakization of thb Sckooi 
li™.--Seaiing--.TiDies of lipeniiis and Closing— Ho 

meiil— Work ; II. Perrnanenl Org'jmiatfoV.— Provi. 
Provi»ons Relating to Uider. 
CHAPTER IIL— Thh Emfl. 

™<jTheVtt^ 



.ributiooa, — Remrds lor Ck 
Khv* l.sgislalion.— Ukuu 
order — Mnuis of Inducing 

if P'oitishnent tor Oaendeis 



'e>cher s QualiAcHtions— The Teacher's Duties lo hii 
II, The General School OlScera,— Superintendenit- 
Direelors— School tommiiiees; III, The People in 



lalificaijpns— i;he Teachei 

; III, 

delv— Of the Ageii 



lla-wes's Manual of United States Surveying. 
A, System of Rectangular Surveying employed in subdivi<£iig lis 
Public Lands of the United States, etc Illustrated with forms, 
diagrams and maps. Constituting a comDlele Teif-F-iok of Gov 
ernment Surveying. By J. H. Hawes, LaU Priiuipal Clerk of 
Sarwyi in Ihe General Land Qffiie. Crown Svo, Extra (doth. $3. 
■'Thin volume contains the system of 

of thepublichods. The"»ofi™s oom- 
pacl ai>d hand'^ome, and will be n-< d 10 
answer lis purpose admirably," fi>M 



Biughl after to coHoly surveyors 
the'uniled^Siale" for ^surv™ iTg",* 
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/•UBLICATIONS OF J. B. LIPPINCOTT &• CO. 
Wicker shanks Methods of Instruction ; or. That 

part of Ihe Philosophy of Education which Treats of the Nature 
of the Several Branches of Knowledge and the Melhod of Teach 
irg Ihero. By J. P. Wickersham, A. M., Pennsylvania Staie Su 
perintmdtnt of Common Schools, izmo. Cloth. S1.75 
SUMMARY OF CONTENTS. 

MTRODUCTION.— Tbachkrb Requibi Special PRKPAnATmK— Conditioniko 
P^INCIPLBS: I, Ptinciplea inferable from Ihe Naliire of Mind ; II. Principlw 
Inferable from ihe [faiure of Knowledge. liuiLDiNG THH FouNDATioHi 
I, Classificaliooof Knovledge: Il.l-he Genesie of KDowledge; lll.llieOidei 

CHAPTER I,— iNSTsncTioK in the Elements of Knowledge: I. Inrormjl 

CHAPTER II.— Instruction in Lani 

Ton^^ue— The Alphabel, Pronunciaiii 

Grammar, Rhetoric, PhiloloKv. Compop 

giUEu; IIL InsItucIloaiD Living For 
CHAPTER III.— Inbtkuction in the 

encei in General ; IL Matheniatica, Ari 
CHAPTER IV.— Instruction in the : 

Sciences in General; II. Geograpliy. 



CHAPTER VII.— iNSTBUCTroN in The Aktb : I. Wrillng: II. Diiwing; III 

Progress of Philosofky . By Samuel Tyler, LL.D. 
In the Past and in the Future. Second edition, enlarged, ranio. 
Cloth. 81.75. 

Donalds Etymological Dictionary. Containing 
the Etymology, Pronunciation and Meaning of every English Word. 
By James Donald, F. R. G. S. i2mo. Cloth. 82.50. Roan. 

This work will, il is believed, aup- | worda, and eihibiling Ihe F»u1ts of Ihe 

S ihe want so long felt for a Dielionary lsieslpli:ioloKiMl«5earch,.lar.HcBquil. 
ed on Ihe elymolDEical reblions of | nilliinltie reach of every school." 

Levcretfs yuvenal. By E. P. Leverett. With 
Notes. i2mo. Half roan. $1.25. 

Sutler's Analogy of Religion. With an JntrO' 
duction. Notes, Conspectus, and ample Indes. By Howard Mai/ 
COLM, D. D. i2mo. Cloth. Iti.2j. 
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PUBLICATIONS OF % B. UPPINCOTT &■ CO. 
Alivatcr's Elementary Logic. Designed cspe- 

daily for the use of Teachers and Uarners. I2mo. Cloth. S1.50. 
By L. H. Atwater, Prc/eiser of Mmtal and Moral Phih:c}hj 
in Iht ColUst of Nhii Jeney. 
"This Manual f'k<m% the hatid ofa mas- I ual of Eltmentary LofHc a di^po^itian m 

n \ valuable gomriulion 10 X''«iEe of ly'iic^ with The '«lab!ished° Irulhs ol'lhi 
Ubnal education. "-'.FmRC «li CuRfTZfu- old locic."— J^min Dr. Tames McCoan, 
timal Qumirrfy, LsuPtTi/tisBr i^f Logic in Quant CU 

" I observe in Alnater's Hcellent Man- I /<-/i, ^^u< Inland. 

Dr. Blair's Lectures on Rhetoric. Abridged, 
with Questions. 63 cents. 



Samson's Art Criticism. Comprising a Treatise 
on Ihe Principles of Man's Nalure as addressed by Art ; together 
with a Historic Survey of the Methods of Art Execution in the 
Departments of Drawing, Scnlpture, Architecture, Painting, Land- 
scapie Gardening and the Decorative Arts. Designed as a text- 
hook for schools and colleges, and as a hand-book for amateurs 
and artists. By G. W. Samson, President of Columbia Collegi. 
8vo. Cloth, fj.so. 
ABmDGtD EpiTtoM. i2mo. Cloth. J1.75, 
"An crilidsni, boiled down into smatl I " This woik should b« in the pos'ps^ion 

Bible Gems; or. Manual of Scripture Lessons. 

Specially designed for Public Schools, but equally adapted to Sun- 
day-schools and Families. By R. E. Kremeb. Illustrated. i6mo. 
314 pp. Cloth, ^i. 

5mi« half long fell and eTprenAed ihs 
The 'Rible Gems,* prepared by 



probarioiv and the bnol 

Ihe anbiecl is presented."— ^w« J. P. 
Wickrhsham. L.L.D.. Siali Suftrm- 
intdtHt Pahtk Imtntclaa, Piiina. 
■■The pubUc-icb«d leacliets of thii 



IOUCK, £sq., Dtfuty Sufi. CcaaKim 
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PUBLICATIONS OF y. B. LIPPINCOTT &' CO. 
Greek Testament. With English IVotcs. In- 

tended for the upper fnrnis of schools and for pass-men at (lie 
universilies. By Henev Alford, D. D. Abridged by B. H, 
Alfokd, M. a. Crown 8vo. Cioth. 84. 
Graves's Greek and English Dictionary. Com- 

piising all the words in the writings of the most popular Greek 
authors, with the difficult inflections in them, and in the Seplua- 
gint and New Testament Designed for the use of Schools and 
the undergraduate course of a college education. By Rev. John 
Groves. A newedition. Royal 8vo. Sheep. S2.50. 
Pickering's Greek and English Lexicon; being 

a Comprehensive Lexicon of the Greek Language, designed for 
the use of Colleges a.nd Schools in the United States. By John 
Pickering, LL.D. Svo. Sheep. S6.25. 
Leusdcn's Greek and Latin Testament. By yo- 
llANNA Leusden, FrofsssoT. Crown Svo. Half roan. Si. 75- 

Fenelon, M. De. Les Adventures de Telemaque. 

D'aprb I'Ediiion de M. Chas. Le Erun. I2mo. Half roan. %\.s,<i. 

Leveretfs Latin Lexicon. Enlarged ind Im- 

proved edition." Embracing the Classical Distinctions of Words, 
and the Etymological Index of Freund's Lexicon. By E. P. Lkv- 
ERErr. Svo. Sheep. f6.25. 

Sledsoe's Philosophy of Mathematics. With Hef- 

erence to Geometry and the Infinitesimal Method. By A. T. 
Be.eosoe, LLD., late Pri>fissor of MathematiiS in tic Uni'oetsity 
of Virginia. i2mo. Cioth. {z. 

as 'I gt^E'iCT, '"xhe ob^ec? oi^lhe 'iIdJa Iv™ "ihV'firsl "pVaMlfce "of "us t'k- 
Inilnile>tin(a1>kiihH*"The volui^ Ij^ ™Im /■"<«/" geome ry, nu 
fore us does \V\%."—Univira. Fhila. 

Play/air's Euclid. From the latest London edt- 
tion. Revised and corrected. By J. Playfaib, F.R.S., L. 4 E 
lima Half roan, f 1.75. 
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PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. LTPPINCOTT *■ CO. 
Moral Reforms, Suggested in a Pastoral Letter. 

With remaiks on Praclitat Religion. By Rt. Rev. A. CleVELANE 
Co3(E, Bishop of Western New Vork, and author of "ThoughM 
on the Services, etc izmo. Cloth, fl. 



ChtiHian lile and duty, (ouclied upon in | Guifti Mtsuiiger. 
itw HouM of Biahofs. ... 1 

Heart Breathings; or. The Soul's Desire £x- 
pressed in Earnestness. A Series of Prayers, Medilations and Se- 
lettiona for the "Home Circle." By S. P. Godwin. iSmo. Tinted 
paper. Fine doth. 75 cents. 

will doubllEEs aid Ihe dEvolions mil cheet | Frslislani Cllurchmaa. 

True Protestant Ritualism. Being a Review of 

% book entitled "The Law of Ritualism." By the REV. CHART-Ei 
H. Hall, D. D., Rector of the Church of the Epiphany, Wash, 
ington, D. C. i6mo. Cloth. $1.50. 
"Dr. Hall has cnmribuled one of Ihe I ful perusal of all who are inUre^lcd in ihi> 



Divisions in the Society of Friends. By Thomas 

H. Spkakman, i6mo. Fine cloih. 63 cents. 



Life of Philip Doddridge, D. D. With Notices of 
some of his Conlempotaries, and Specimens of his Style. Bj 
D, H. Haesha, M. a., author of " The Star of Bethlehem," etc 
New Edition. i2mo. Tinted paper. Extra cloth. #1.50. 

The Threefold Grace of the Holy Trinity. By 

John H. Egak, B. D. lamo. Toned paper. Extra cloth, fl.sa 



I bafs\ids,tt."~r>u Amtr. Ckimkma^. 
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PUBLICATIONS OF y. B. LIPFINCOTT &- CO. 
Who is He f An Appeal to those who Regard with 

any doubt the name of Jesus. By S. F, Smilev. l6mo. C]oth. 



''■ES^ry"Fi'i^nd, every Clitislianrtiid i FrU^-' R^irwr^'" "^ "" 

Ecce Deus Homo ; or, The Work and Kingdom of 

the Christ of Scripture, izmo. Tinled paper. Extra dolh, 81.50. 

upenor intellect a. niji here Tkt Ceserteali, " ' 
tone, uion, pLihysemence 

The Divine Teacher. Being the Recorded Say- 
ings of our Lord Jesus Christ during His Ministry on Earth, 
Small I2ma Tinted paper. Neat cloth. S1.25. 

■falp Ihoughtfiil, and Ihe book will be a | brine them into closer f^lowship with the 
taluable aid to, devolion, The lilile vol- Divine Matiler and Lord of the Church." 

The Unconscious Truth of the Four Gospels. By 

W. H. FURNESS, D. D. i2mo. Tinted paper. Extra cloth. J1.25. 
" A thoufihliiJ and able work."— ^. Y, I " One well worth a cloie perusal by all 
Eiin. J'ul. who have made (he sludy of the New 



ally hsal thy and refi^hing 1 



I 7«»r,t„i. 



Last Days of our Saviour, The Life of our 

Lord, from the Supper in Bethany to Hia Ascension into Heaven, 
in Chronological Order, and in the Words of (he Evangelists. Fot 
Fassion Week. Arranged by CHARLES D. CooPER, Rector of St 
Philip's Church, Philadelphia. l6mo. Cloth. (l- 

kftclion."— fi" Ji« Ci™/^ ^i^H. S^SorrDwa a'd^°ih" e'ie^Mramanuel " 
'■The ideaisan eiullent one, and if- the most interesting aspect of Uii life."— 

The Reformation of the Church of England. Its 
History, Principles and Results. 1514-1547. By Rev. John 
Blunt, M. A., F. S. A., etc. 8vo. Cloth, f 6. 
"It ii diillnnly a leaned book. The | who derives hia knowledge from origind 
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PUBLICATIONS VF J. B. LIFFINCOTT Sf CO. 
An IndiBpensable Work in every Library and Family. 

Xjii=i»iiTcoa:a"s 

PROBOUNCING 

Gazetteer of the World, 



GEOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY, 

Comprising over 2joo pages. Giving a Description of nearly One 
Hundred Ihousand I laces, with a Co P h 

Names. Reused tditton, nitii an Appc d B ^J 

10,000 New Notices, and llie recent S ua m n 

cording to the latest Censns Return U d ei> J 

Foreign Countries , the whole being ab ooo m G graph 

ical No'ices than are found in an) oth G h d. 

Edited by J. Thomas, M.D., and T. Baldwin, assisted by several 
other gentlemen. In one Imperial Octavo Volume. Bound ia 
Sheep. Price, fio. 



Lippincotf i Pronmindng Gazettetr Contains ; 
L — Descriptive Notices of the Countries, Islands, Rivers, Mountain^ 
Cities, Towns, etc, in every Part of the Globe, with the moet 
Recent and Authentic Information ; 
IL— The Names of all Important Places, etc, both in their Native 
and Foreign Languages, with the PRONUNCIATION of the 
same — a Featare never attempted in any other Wwk ; 
III.— The Classical Names of all ancient Places, so far as they cm :« 

accurately ascertained from the best authorities; 
rv.— A Complete Etymological Vocabulary of Geographical Names ; 
V. — An Elaborate Introduction, explanatory of the Principles of Pro- 
nunciation of Names in the Danish, Dutch, French, German, 
Greek, Hungarian, Italian, Norwegian, Polish, Portuguese 
KuEsian, Spanish, Swedish and Welsh languages. 

^FOR SAliK BT AIX BOOKBEUJBIUI. ^t 
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PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. trPPINCOTT *• CO. 



Works of Washington Irving. 



EDITIONS OF IRVING'S WORKS. 
I. The Knickerbocker Mdition. — Large i2mo, on 

superfine laid, tinted paper. Profusely Illustrated with Steel 
Plates and Wood-cuts, elegantly primed from new stereolyp* 
plates. Complete in 27 vols. Bound in extra doth, gilt top. 
Per vol. f 2.5a Half calf, gilt extra. Per vol. S4. 

//. The Riverside Edition. — \6nio, onjtne wkile 
paper ; from new stereotype plates. With Steel Plates. Complela 
in z6 vols. Green ctape cloth, gilt top, beveled edges. Per voL 
#1.75. Half calf, gilt extra. Per vol. ^3.25. 

///. The People's Edition. — From the same stereo- 
type plates as above, but printed on cheaper paper. Complete in 
26 vols. i6mo. With Steel Vignette Titles. Neatly bound in 
cloth. Ter vol, 81.35. Half calf neaL Per vol. 92.50. 

IV. The Sunnyside Edition. — i2mo, on fine toned 
paper. With Steel Plates. Complete in 28 vols. Handsomelj 
bound in dark-green cloth. Per vol. J2.35. Half calf, gill extra, 
Per vol, iA- 
Embracing the lollowing : 



Bracebtidge Hall, Goldsmith, 

Wolferl's RooBt. Alhambra, 

Sketch Book, Columbus, 3 vols.. 

Traveler, Astoria, 

Knickerbocker, Bonneville, 

Crayon Miscellany, Mahomet, 2 vols.. 

The reissue of these works in their s 
elegant The plates are new, the paper si 
(ome, and each, in proportion to price, combining good 
economy. 



Granada, 
Salmagundi, 
Spanish Papers, 2 vols. 
Washington, 5 vols., 
Life and Letters, 4 voli, 

;veral forms is unusiiallj 
the print ins hand 



.tH WORK g 



> SGPARATBLV.-eil 



,y Google 



PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. UPPINCOTT &• CO. 

PRESCOTT'S WORKS. 

CHOWN OCTAVO EDITION. 
COMPLETE IN FIFTEEN UNIFORM VOLUMKS. 

EACH VOLUME WITH PORTRAIT ON STEEL, 

Prescoli's History of the Reign of Ferdinand and 

Isabella the Catholic. Three vols. 8vo. 

Prescoli's Biografkical and Critical Miscellanies, 

With a finely engraved steel Portr^t of the Author. One vol. 8vo. 

Prescoli's History of the Conquest of Mexico, wiih 

a Preliminary View of the Ancient Mexican Civiliialion, and lb« 

Life of ihe Conqueior, Fernando Cortei. In three vols. Svo. 
Prcscott's History ■ of the Reign of Philip the 

Second, King of Spain. In three vols. Svo. 
Prcscott's History of the Conquest of Peru, -with a 

preliminary View of the Civilization of the Incas. In two vols. Svo. 
Prescoli's Robertson's History of Ike Reign of the 

Emperor Charles the Fifth. With an account of the Emperor's 

Life after his Abdication. In three vols. Svo. 
Each work sold separately. Price per vol., cloth, 82.50; half calf, 
neat, $3.75 ; half calf, gill extra, tnarble edges, 84,25 ; half Turkey, gill 
top, 84.50. Complete sets, printed on tinted paper, handsomely bound 
in green or clarel -colored cluth, gilt top, beveled boards. Price, S40. 

CHAMBERS'S BOOK OF DAYS, 

The Book of Days: A Miscellany of Pofular An- 

tiquilies in connection with the Calendar, including Anecdott 
Biography and History, Curiosities of Literature, and Oddities 01 
liuman Life and Character, In two vols, royal Sva Price pel 
set, cloth, 89; sheep, fio; half Turkey, 81I' Edited under the 
supervision of Robert Chambers 
This work consists of 

L— Matters connected with the Church Calendar, including the Popii- 
lar Festivals, Saints' Days, and other Holidays, with illustra- 
tions of Christian Antiquities in general. 
II. — Phenomena connected with the Seasonal Changes. 
IIL — Folk-Lore of the United Kingdom : namely, Popular Notions and 

Observances connected with Times and Seasons. 
IV. — Notable Events, Hit^raphies and Anecdotes connected with the 

Days of the Year. 
V,— Articles of Popular Archeology, of an entertaining character 
tending to illustrate the progress of Civilization, Manners, 
Literature and Idess in those kingdoms. 
VI.— Curious, Fugitive and Inediled I'ieces. 

The work is printed in a new, elegant and readable type and iUiis* 
Inted »ith •tn abundance of Wooif Engravings. 
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PVBLICATIOl^S OF J. B. LIPPINCOTT &r CO. 
A MAONIFICEMT WOEK. 

A CRITICAL DICTIONARY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE 

AND 

BRITISH AND AMERICAN AUTHORS, 

LIVING AND DECEASED. 

Fnim lie EftrlieBt Aootrante to tba Latter Half of the Hicetoenth Centarj. Con- 

toming oter Porty-aii ThonsaDl Arliclea (Anthers), with 

Tottj Indezsa oi Sabjecta. 

BY S. AUSTIN ALBIBONE. 

tf ivo. 3140 fages. Prist fier veL : Extra 
hi,p, ti-iai Hal/Tsrkiy, f^-so. 

OPIHIONa OH THE MEBI13 OF THE WORE. 

'.!.•■— Ullinlic Mmil/ify. 

„_ _._^ Bosc rtmuLlile'j'itera'ff'wotk ever''«H;u'ttd b^on* 

"''^It may'bBubly uid^t itts the most valuable and comprehensive nunual of 
CiKltsh literatim vet catniHled."— JVin Vsrk Bviaiitg Post. 

''Tbne team to b« no doubt thai (he book nil! be welcomed to innumerable lead- 
qw bdngft." — TJumat Citriyle. 

" As a bibliosraphical worit il ii Minply pricelesB." — A>nj Vtrk Indtfmdtnt, 

reader, studoni and leicher. 



r „ ^ „ -, — nd and impailiil 

jadement and ctitical acumen, — iV&ikingtor^ Irving, 

"These volumes are IreasuHesof English lilenture. nithnulnhidi nocolleclion nl 
books in out mother-toi^e can bo considered in any way ealislaclory. They contain 
what can be )x>sse»ed in no other way Lhan by Lhe ownejship of whole Kbraiiea of 
hooya."-~Pkilaiilifkia Ltdfir, 

" If the rest ot ihe work is a> ably executed as thai embraced tinder the first three 
lellen of the alphabet, il cannot fail la be an imporianl conlribuiion to Engliali litem- 

^rand a scale. For convenience and tni!tivorthiiiesi liiis ivnrk a prubahl; not sur- 



" In the English names alone Mr. Allibone's Dictionary will he <ar moi 
Ihan any work of Ihe kind published in the country."— iamSm Dai!^ Xm 

T>r. William Smith, who is accorded 10 be one of the greatest compl 
present age, has paid 10 the work of Mr. Aliibone Ibis generous Iributa : " 



Sitcial Cir^lari. conlaining a full dlscriflipH sf tk. 



Sttcial Cirinlari. canlaimng a 
aria il mi, ttU-faid, m afflicali 
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